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In the summer of 1797 two of the greatest of 
modem English poets, Coleridge and Wordsworth, 
met for the first time at Eaoedowa in Dorsetshire. 
Wordsworth was in his twenty-eighth and Coleridge 
in his twenty.fifth year, in the spring-tide of his 
creative taucvltj. He had come oyer on a visit to 
Wordsworth jfrom Nether-Stowey in Somerset- 
shire, where he had been engftged in writing the 
tragedy of Osorio. Wordsworth was also occupied 
with a tragedy. The Borderers, which was com- 
pleted in the following November, offered to the 
managers of Covent GaoxLen Theatre, and smnr 
marily rejected by them, and which only saw the 
light forty-five years afterwards. 

The story of the fortunes and misfortunes of 
Coleridge's Osorio, with which alone we are con- 
cerned here, will take longer to tell. 
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Charles Lamb writes to Coleridge (June 
13th, 1797):— "Lloyd tells me that Sheridan 
put you upon writing your tragedy. I hope 
you are only Coleridgeizing when you talk of 
finishing it in a few days. Shakespeare was a 
more modest man ; but you best know your own 
power." 

During the time of the yisit aboye-mentioned. 
Miss Wordsworth writes from Bacedown to a 
friend: — ^" After tea he (Coleridge) repeated 
to us two acts and a half of his tragedy, 
Obotio,** Coleridge writing at the time of this 
visit to his friend Cottle (June, 1797) says : — 
"He (Wordsworth) admires my tragedy, which 
gives me great hopes." 

In a letter received by Cottle from Coleridge 
soon after, he says : — " I shall now stick close to 
my tragedy (called Oaorio), and when I have 
finished it, shall walk to Shaftesbury to spend a 
few days with Bowles." This letter, as was 
usual, has no date, but a letter from Words- 
worthJ][ determines about the time when Cole- 
ridge had nearly completed his play. Words- 
worth says, under date September 13, 1797 : — 
" Coleridge is gone over to Bowles with 
his tragedy, which he has finished to the 
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middle of the fifUi Act. He adt off a week 
ago."* 

In the meaiLtime, Wordsworth himself was hard 
at work on The Borderer$. Both the poets, how- 
ever, were doomed to witness the disappointment 
of their hopes. 

*' William's plaj/' says Miss Wordsworth 
(20th Nov., 1797), " is finished, and sent to the 
managers of the Oovent Qarden Theatre. We 
have not the &intest expectation that it will be 
accepted." On 21st Dec she writes : — ^* We have 
been in London : our business was the play; and 
the play is rejected. It was sent to one of the 
principal actors at Covent Qarden, who expressed 
great approbation, and advised William strongly 
to go to London to make certain alterations." 
** Coleridge's play," she adds, ^ is also rejected ;" 
and for this she expresses greafc sorrow and dis- 
appointment. 

In the following year (1798) two scenes from 
Osorio, under the titles of The Dwngeon and The 
Foeter*Moiher*a ToZe, were published, together with 
other pieces by Coleridge, in the volume of Lyrical 

• Early ReeollecHons, chiefy relating to the late Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge^ during kie long reeidenee in BriHol. By 
JoMphCottie. Lond., 1837. Pp. 234^ 236. 
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BaUads which he produced conjointly with Words- 
worth. Here, with the omission of some of the 
opening lines of the latter scene, they continued 
to appear in the successiye editions of 1800, 1802, 
and 1805. 

<< The manuscript of Osorio" says Mr. Gillman, 
'' had been sent to Sheridan, who* did not even 
acknowledge the receipt of the letter - which 
accompanied the drama; he, howeyer, obserred 
to a friend that he had receiyed a play from 
Coleridge, but there was one extraordinary line 
in the Caye Scene, drip, drip, which he could 
not understand: 'in short,' said he, 'it is all 
dripping.' This was the only notice he took of 
the play ; but the comment was at length repeated 
to the author through the medium of a third 
party."* 

In reference to this celebrated story, the accom- 
plished daughter of the poet writes as follows : — 

" The * dripping,' whatever its unction may once 
haye been, is stale enough now; but the story 
has freshness in it yet. Such neglects as that of 
Mr. Sheridan in not returning the MS. of Remorse 
are always excusable in public men of great and 

• Gillman'B Life of Coleridge (Pickering, 1838), p. 266. 
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yarioTis occupation; but the lesson to the 
literary aspirant is just tlie same as if he had 
been ever so blameable. 

" I repeat this story as told by Mr. Coleridge 
himself, because it has been otherwise told by 
others. I have little doubt that it was more 
pointedly than faithfully told to him, and can 
never believe that Mr. Sheridan represented a 
ludicrous line as a fair specimen of the whole 
play, or his tenacious adherence to it as the reason 

for its rejection However, in lighter moods, 

my father laughed at Sheridan's joke as much as 
any of his auditors could have done in 1806, and 
repeated with great effect and mock solemnity, 

"/ Drip ! — Drip ! — Drip ! — nothing bnt dripping.' 

When first written this play had been called 
Osorio, from the principal character, whose name 
my father afterwards improved into Ordonio. I 
believe he in some degree altered, if he did not 
absolutely recast, the three last acts after the 
failure with Mr. Sheridan, who probably led him 
to see their unfitness for theatrical representation. 
But of this point I have not certain knowledge. 
.... After aU, I am happy to think that this 
drama is a strain of poetry , and like all, not only 
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dramatic poems, but liigUy poetic dramas, not to 
be fully appreciated on the stage."* 

On the stage, neyertheless, after a lapse of 
fifteen years, it was destined to be performed with 
brilliant success, at the very theatre where it had 
before been so ignominiously rejected. This happy 
result was owing mainly to the good offices of 
Lord Byron, whose interest at the newly-rebuilt 
house secured its acceptance. The generous aid 
so opportunely extended by the noble poet to his 
less fortunate brother is one of the pleasantest 
episodes in the history of the much-maligned 
author of ChUde Harold. 

In Orabb Bobinson's Diary we find the follow- 
ing entry, under date Nov. 3rd, 1812 :— ^* Coleridge 
informs me that his tragedy is accepted at Drury 
Lane. Whitbread admires it exceedingly, and 
Arnold, the manager, is confident of its success.'* 

Under date " Keswick, Jan. 17, 1813," Southey 
writes to his Mend C. W. Wynn : — " Coleridge's 
tragedy, which Sheridan and Kemble rejected 
fifteen years ago, wiU come out in about a fortnight 
at Drury Lane." 

* JBio^raphical Supplement to the Biographia Literaria 
(1847). By the late Sara Coleridge. Pp. 412~-415. 
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After its successful appearance, Southej wrote 
to Grosvenor Bedford (Jan. 27, 1813) :— "I never 
doubted that Coleridge's play would meet with a 
triumphant reception. Be it known and remem- 
bered hereafter, that this self-same play, having 
had no other alterations made in it now than 
Coleridge was willing to have made in it then, was 
rejected in 1797 by Sheridan and Kemble. Had 
these sapient caterers for the public brought 
it forward at that time, it is by no means 
improbable that the author might have pro- 
duced a play as good every season; with my 
knowledge of Coleridge's habits I verily believe 
he would."* 

The tragedy, which had been remodelled with 
a view to stage effect, was performed for the first 
time, under the title of Bemorse, at Drury Lane 
Theatre on Saturday, Jan. 23, 1813. The Pro- 
logue was written by Charles Lamb, and the 
Epilogue by the author himself. The success was 
immediate and decisive, and the play had a run of 
twenty nights. The cast of the characters was as 
follows : — 



* Southeif's Life and Correspondence (Lond., 1850), iv., 
12,13. 
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Mabqfts Valdbz, Father to the two ") « PopR 
hrothers, and Djnna Teresa's Qaairdian j 

Don Alyar, the eldest son Mb. Ellistov. 

Don Obdonio, the youngest son Mb. Rae. 

Mo^yiEDBO. a Dominican and Inquisitor. Mb. Powell. 

ZiTLiMEZ, the faithful attendant on Alvar . Mb. Cbookb. 

Isidobb, a Moresco Chieftain, ostensibly a ") «^ ^ Camp 
v^nnsbian *•• •*. ••• ••* ... a*.^ 

FAKILLikBS OF THB INQUISITION. 

^AOKT •.* ••• ... ... *•* ••• •*. •«. Jjl B. WAIiIiACK. 

MOOBS AND SeBYANTS, &C. 

Donna Tebbsa, an Orphan Heiress Miss Smith. 

Alhadba, wife to Isidore ../ Mbs. Gloybb. 

Crabb BobinsoiL thus records his presence on 
the first night : — 

"Jan. 23rd, 1813. — In the evening at Drury 
Lane, to see the first performance of Coleridge's 

tragedy, Bemorse My interest for the 

play was greater than in the play, and my 
anxiety for its success took from me the feeling 
of a mere spectator. I have no hesitation in say- 
ing that its poetical is far greater than its dramatic 
merit, that it owes its success rather to its faults 
than to its beauties, and that it will have for its 
less meritorious qualities applause which is really 
due to its excellences. Coleridge's great fault 
is that he indulges before the public in those 
metaphysical and philosophical speculations which 
are becoming only in solitude or with select minds. 
His two principal characters are philosophers of 
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Coleridge's own school; the one a sentimental 
moralist, the other a sophisticated villain — both 
are dreamers. Two experiments made by Alyar 
on his return, the one on his mistress by relating 
a dream, and the other when he tries to kindle 
remorse in the breast of Ordonio, are too fine- 
spun to be intelligible. So when Ordonio 
enigmatically reproaches Isidore with his guilt, 
he tries the cunning of his audience to find out 
his drift. Howeyer, in spite of these faults, of 
the improbability of the action, of the clumsy con* 
trivance with the picture, and the too ornate and 
poetic diction throughout, the tragedy was received 
with great and almost unmixed applause, and was 
announced for repetition without any opposition.** 
The following notice in the Exammer* we may 
suppose to have been written by Leigh Hunt : — 
"The fable is managed and developed with a 
rapidity which never languishes, an intelligibility 
which a child might follow, and a surprise which 
would keep awake the most careless attention. 
The skill, indeed, with which the situations are 
disposed, so as to create effect, would have done 
honour to a veteran dramatist; for this, we 
suppose, Mr. Coleridge is indebted to his 

• January 31, 1813. 
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acquaintance with tlie German drama, wliich, in 
the hands of Schiller at least, redeems all its 
faults by its ezcellenoe, and among its other 
striking beauties, abounds in the picturesque. 
We never saw more interest excited in a theatre 
than was expressed at the sorcery-scene in the 
third act. The altar flaming in the distance, the 
solemn invocation, the pealing music of the mystic 
song, altogether produced a combination so awfiil 
as nearly to overpower reality, and make one half 
believe the enchantment which delighted our 
senses. The characters most laboured by the 
author are Ordonio and Alhadra. Both are 
developed with a force of thinking and a power 
of poetry which have been long strangers to the 
stage, and the return of which we hail as the 
omen of better days. In none of his works has 
Mr. Coleridge exhibited so much of his senti- 
mental and descriptive power, so little deformed 
with his peculiar affectations. His images have 
his usual truth and originality without their usual 
meanness : his tenderness is as exquisite as in his 
best pieces, and does not degenerate into his usual 
whining." 

^ The following criticism of Remorse is from the 
Times of Monday, Jan. 25, 1813 :— 
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''The drama was presented for the first time 
on Saturday, and called, or in the more scru- 
pulous phrase of the author, ia to he caUed, JBe- 
morse. The plot was singularly inyolyed and 
laboured. . . • 

'' Mr. Coleridge is a poet, and it would be next 
to impossible that a work of his could be utterly 
destitute of poetic yalue ; but he is one of a school 
whose conceptions scorn the bounds of humble 
taste, and his * vaulting ambition hath o'erleapt 
them all.' * There are, howeyer, intermingled with 
those fierce yentures, occasional passages of true 
poetic cadence. The speech of the Moresco 
woman, describing her imprisonment, is a strong 
and deep picture of feelings that could scarcely be 
coloured too strongly. Her story of her husband's 
murder is finely told ; her eager listening, — ^her 
hearing his last groan from the bottom of the 
chasm, — ^her finding his sword, — ^and her solemn 
determination to have blood for blood, did honour 
to the capacity that conceiyed and expressed them ; 
and in defiance of the foolish blasphemy, in which 
she is made to talk about ' plucking the dead out 
of Heayen,' and other exploded plagiarisms from 
the German school, the whole dialogue of the part 
received great applause. 
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.... "We speak with restraint and unwil- 
lingly of the defects of a work which must have 
cost its author so much labour. Wo are peculiarly 
reluctant to touch the anxieties of a man who 
has already exhibited talent, and whose various 
acquirements and manly application of them 
deserve the favour of those who value literature. 
But to conceal the truth is only to do final injury, 
and it must be acknowledged that this drama has 
sins, nay, a multitude, almost beyond the covering 
of charity. Its first fault is its unwieldy length : 
it was almost five hours long. Its next is its 
passion for laying hold of everything that could 
allow an apology for a description. Murderers 
stop short with the dagger in their hands to talk 
of ' roses on mountain sides ;' fathers start back 
from their children to moralise ; and a lover, in 
the outrage of disappointed love, lingers to tell 
at what hour of the day he parted from his 
mistress, — ^how she smiled, and how the sun 
smiled, — how its light fell upon the valleys, and 
the sheep, and the vineyards, and the lady, — and 
how red her tears were in ' the slant beam.' This 
may be poetical, but it has no connexion with 
the plain, rapid, and living truth of the drama. 
There is an essential difference in those two 
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hrasitheBci tbe art. With the meie^ poet^ time 
is as nothing, — he maj; wonder and rest^ and 
indulge hi»eyer— like a pilgrim o&rhiBiijinnat 
every shrine hj the^ way^ — and than, resume . his 
sandalaand his staffs andt pace! onward to the 
altar of his- pataon. To < thai dramatist, time 
is-as eveifything. Se has ^lot.a moment to waste^ 
— he cames an: important mission,^~li£B. i^ 
death are hanging on his. st^Syr-^and he nrasi 
apeedfbrwaxd without yenturing to turn his eye 
irom that> spot in the. hoxison which at OTery 
moment etihurges as he speeds, and where his 
commg ift to agitate or appease so many hearts. 
We are^awto speaik of. &ults as applied to this 
writCT : but>he hafi: not yet learned idiis yalue. of 
time^ . Bos plot is intolerably curved and circuitous^ 
indistinct beyond all power of pleasurable appra- 
h«Q£Hon,and broketi beyond all reach of continued 
interest. .... 

" The Prologue was, we hkope, by some. ' d« ' d 
good-natured fiaend^' who had an> int^rast^ in 
injuring the play;,* it was abominaWft;> The 

* Poor Lamb ! One can imagine the mingled dismay and 
amoBeiiMnt with ^Mehbe^mtnt have* read the abovci^eafluii 
piece of critieiam; lukL the Jokea 'thai were deabtieB»int>aii 
the Bulgect at his next Wednesday eyening suppes. — Es. 

h 
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Epilogue seemed to come from the same hand, 
and had piedselj the same merits. It seemed to 
he composed for the express purpose' of trying 
how many pure stupidities might be comprised in 
fifty Hues, and how fiff Miss Smith's popularity 
might be proof against her performance. This 
specimen of her recitation was singularly lachry- 
mose and lamentable. The applause was Tiolent 
at the ficdl of the curtain." 

The Morning Po$t of the same date says: — 
*' The Epilogue is Uyely, and makes several happy 
hits at some of the reigning follies of the day." 
• The Theairieal Inquisitor for February, 1813, 
says : — '* The Prologue and Epilogue were among 
the most stupid productions of the modem muse ; 
the former was in all probability a Bejected 
Address, for it contained many eulc^ums on the 
beauty and magnificence of the ' dome ' of Drury ; 
talked of the wayes being not quite dry, and 
expressed the happiness of the bard at being the 
first whose muse had soared within its limits. 
More stupid than the doggerel of Twiss, and more 
affected than the pretty yerses of Miles Peter 
Andrews, the EpUogue proclaimed its author and 
the writer of the Prolog:ue to he par nobUe firUrwm, 
ta riroi dulmess both pre-eminent.** 
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On Feb. 14, 1813, Coleridge wrote thus to 
his Mend Poole: — "The receipt of your heart- 
engendered lines was sweeter than an unexpected 
strain of sweetest music ; — or in humbler phrase, 
it was the onlj pleasurable sensation which the 

success of the Bemorse has given me No 

grocer's apprentice, after his first month's per- 
mitted riot, was ever sicker of figs and raisins than 
I of hearing about the Bemorse. The endless 
rat-a-tat-tat at our black-and-blue bruised door, 
and my three master fiends, proof-sheets, letters, 
— and worse than these — ^invitations to large 
dinners, which I cannot refuse without offence 
and imputation of pride (<&c.), oppress me so that 
my spirits quite sink under it. I have never 
seen the play since the first night. It has been 
a good thing for the theatre. They will get eight 
or ten thousand poimds by it, and I shall get 
more than by all my literary labours put together ; 
nay, thrice as much." 

Two years afber the success of Bemorse^ Lord 
Byron wrote to Coleridge from " Piccadilly, March 
13, 1815," urging him to make a second attempt : 
— " In Kean there is an actor worthy of express- 
ing the thoughts of the characters which you 
have every power of embodying, and I cannot but 
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iTegiet thfti the port of Ordonio was disposed of 
befimre his appettranoe at Dmry Lane. We hare 
had nothing to be mentiQfied in the same bieath 
with Bemor$e for ygij manj jears, and I should 
think that the xeoeption of that play was sufficient 
to encourage the highest hopes of author and 
audience." 

With the calmer critieiBm which the lapse of 
half a century brings, Mr. Swinburne writes of 
Bemotte in these maasuied terms: — ^'^ There is 
little worth praise or worth memory in the Bemorse 
except such casual ^»gments of noble Terse as 
may readily be detached from the loose and friable 
stuff in which they lie imbedded. In the scene 
of the incantation, in the scene of the dungeon, 
there are two such pore and precious fragments 
of gold. In the part of Alhadra there are lofby 
and sonorous interludes of declamation andreflec- 
tion. The characters are flat and shallow ; the 
plot is at once languid, violent, and heavy." * 

In the original Otorio, however, these " frag- 
ments of noble verse" are much more numerous 
and frequent than in the play as rem6delled to 
suit the exigencies of the stage. Speaking of the 



*- Swinbiime's Euagf on Coleridge (1869), xiy., xf. 



beautiful .se^ie fisom iber first ^zafb j of Ae 
tragedy, the FoBter-MQaier-'t Iale,;aiidi()f another 
fragment omitted in .the 4r«nia» biit printed in an 
apx>endix to the later editions, the poet's suvriy- 
ing son thus writes :^-'^ Both these scenes appear 
more or less necessary for the perfect understand- 
ing of the plot If there weie many aUeh curtail- 
ments, or if for the sake of a (more xapd action 
the reflective character of Hie piece^ were,in any 
degree sacrificed, it might almost be regretted 
that the rejected Oserio, Ibr such was the original 
title, had not been preserved as it came from the 
author's* pen."* 

Now that the ^original (horiois at length given 
to the world, and placed beyond 'the chance of 
future loss, the reader will see ih&t there were many 
euch cuHailmetds, amounting not only to innumer- 
able verbal differences, all the most important of 
which are indicated in footnotes, but to the 
omission of whole scenes of great poetic beauty 
and the entire remodelling of others. Preserved 
from destruction by one of those strange and 
unaccountable freaks of chance or fortune which 



♦ Preface to the Dramctiie Works of 8. T. Coleridge, by 
the Bey. Derwent Coleridge (1852). 
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seem little §boTt of miiBcaloiis, the traoBCript of 
Otorio, retained and treated with snch oontomely 
b; Sheridas, and long supposed to be lost, baa 
come forth from its hiding-place and leached our 
hands. Ja giving pnblicdtj to this interesting 
relic of one of the greatest of modem English 
poets, we shall be doing a eerrice to all who lore 
noble Terse, and to all who bonouc and reverence 
the name of Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 



[The Pablisher desires gratefolly to acknow- 
ledge the kind soggestions reoeived from Uie 
poet's son, the Bev. Derwent Golerir^ge, in the 
conrse of the present undertaking.] 
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A TEAGEDT. 



O S O R I O : 

A TRAGEDY. 



ACT THE FIEST. 

ScBKE. — The eea shore on the coast of Orcmada.* 

Yelez, Marta. 

MABIA. 

I liold Osorio dear : lie is your son, 
And Albert's brother. 

YELEZ. 

Love bim for bimself, 
Nor make tbe living wretched for the dead. 

MABIA. 

I monm tbat you should plead in vain, Lord 
Velez ! 

* For the opening scene added in the published Hemorte, 
see Appendix at the end of this volume. 

B 
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Bat Heayen hath heard mj tow, and I remain 
Faithfal to Albert, be he dead or liying. 

TELBZ. 

Heayen knows with what delight I saw your ley es ; 
And could my heart's blood giye him back to thee 
I would die smiling. But these are idle thoughts J 
Thy dying &.ther comes upon my soul 
With that same look, with which he gaye thee 

to me: 
I held thee in mine arms,* a powerless babe. 
While thy poor mother with a mute entreaty 
Fix*d her fiunt eyes on mine : ah, not for this. 
That I should let thee feed thy soul with gloom. 
And with slow anguish wear away thy life. 
The yictim of a useless constancy. 
I must not see thee wretched. 

MABL4.. 

There are woes 
Bl-barter'd for the garishness of joy ! 
K it be wretched with an untired eye 
To watch those skiey tints, and this green ocean; 
Or in the sultry hour beneath some rock. 
My hair dishevell'd by the pleasant sea-breeze. 



* In my amui. — JUmorse (1813). 
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To shape sweet Tisions, and liye o'er again 
All past hours of delight ; if it be wretched 
To watch some bark, and fsuicy Albert there ; 
To go through each minutest circumstance 
Of the bless'd meeting, and to frame adventures 
Most terrible and strange, and hear him tell 

them^ 
(As once I knew a crazy Moorish maid, 
Who dress'd her in her buried lover's clothes. 
And o'er the smooth spring in the moimtain cleft 
Hung with her lute, and plaj'd the self-same tune 
He used to play, and listen'd to the shadow 
Herself had made) ; if this be wretchedness, 
And if indeed it be a wretched thing 
To trick out mine own death-bed, and imagine 
That I had died— died, just ere his return ; 
Then see him listening to my constancy ; 
And hover round, as he at midnight ever* 
Sits on my.grave and gazes at the moon ; 
Or haply in some more fantastic mood 
To be in Paradise, and with choice flowers 
Build up a bower where he and I might dwell. 
And there to wait his coming ! my sire ! 
My Albert's sire ! if this be wretchedness 

* Or hoyer roimd, as he at midnight oft. — Bemorse, 
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That eats away the life, what were it, think you, 

If in a most assured reality 

He should return, and see a brother's infant 

Smile at him from my arms ? 

\_Cla8ping her forehead. 

O what a thought ?* 

'Twas horrible ! it pass'd my brain like lightning. 

YELEZ. 

'Twere horrible, if but one doubt remained 
The very week he promised his return. 

MABIA. 

Ah, what a busy joy was ours — ^to see him 
After his three years' travels ! tho' that absence 
His still-expected, never-failing letters 
Almost endear'd to me ! Even then what 
tumult !t 

* The line following is omitted in Remorte, and the reply 
of Valdez runs : — 

" A thought ? eyen so ! mere thought ! an empty thought^ 
The very week, &c.** 

t The aboye speech is thus altered in Remorse : — 

Ter, (abruptkf.) Was it not then a busy joy ? to see him 
After those three years' trayels ! we had no fears — 
The frequent tidings, the ne'er-failing letter. 
Almost endear'd his absence ! Yet the gladness. 
The tumult of our joy •! What then if now 



A TRAGBDY. 



VBLBZ. 



O power of youth to feed on pleasant thoughts 
Spite of conviction ! I am old and heartless ! 
Yes, I am old — ^I have no pleasant dreams-^ 
Hectic and unrefresh'd with rest. 

MABiA [with great tendemese]. 

My father ! 

VBLBZ. 

Aye, 'twas the morning thou didst try to cheer me 
With a fond gaiety. My heart was bursting, 
And yet I could not tell me, how my sleep 
Was throng*d with swarthy faces, and I saw 
The merchant-ship in which my son was captured — 
Well, well, enough — captured in sight of land — 
We might almost have seen it from our house-top ! 

MABIA \abrujptly]. 
He did not perish there ! 

VBLBZ [imjpatiently]. 

Nay, nay — ^how aptly thou forgett'st a tale 
Thou ne'er didst wish to learn — ^my brave Osorio 
Saw them both founder in the storm that parted 
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TTim and the pirate : both the ▼e«f>lB finmder*d.^ 

GbUant Osoriol 

[P(Mue$y (hen tenderly. 

beloVd Maria, 

Would'st thoa best proTe thy fiuth to generous 

Albert 

And most delight his spirit, go and makef 

His brother happy, make his aged &ther 

Sink to the graye "with joy ! 

MASLA.. 

For mercy's sake 
Press me no more. I haye no power to love him ! 

* Ter, {wUh great tendemeas,) My father ! 

VM. The sober truth is all too mach for me ! 
I see no sail which brings not to my mind 
The home-bonnd bark in which my son was captured 
By the Algerine — to perish with his captors ! 

Ter. Oh no ! he did not ! 

Told. Captured in sight of land ! 

From yon hill point, nay, from our castle watch tower 
We might have seen 

Ter. His capture, not his death. 

Void. Alas ! how aptly thou forgetfst a tale 
Thou ne'er didst wish to learn ! my braye Ordonio 
Saw both the pirate and his prize go down. 
In the same storm that baffled his own valour. 
And thus twice snatch'd a brother from his hopes. — Memoree. 

t Qo thou, make. — lb. 
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His proud forbidding eye, and his dark brow 
Chill me, like dew-damps of the unwholesome 

night. 
My love, a timorous and tender flower, 
Closes beneath his touch. 

YBLBZ. 

You wrong him, maiden. 
You wrong him, by my soul ! Nor was it well 
To character by such unkindly phrases 
The stir and workings of that love for you 
Which he has toil'd to smother. 'Twas not well — 
Nor is it grateful in you to forget 
TTia wounds and perilous voyages, and how 
With an heroic fearlessness of danger 
He roamed the coast of Aide for your Albert. 
It was not well — ^you have moved me even to tears. 

MASLA.. 

O pardon me, my fother ! pardon me. 

It was a foolish and imgratefol speech, 

A most ungrateful speech ! But I am hurried 

Beyond myself, if I but dream of one* 

Who aims to rival Albert. Were we not 

Bom on one day, like twins of the same parent P 

* If I bat hear of one. — Remorse, 
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Noned in one cradle ? Pardon me, mj fiKther ! 
A six years' absence is an heary thing ; 
Yet still the hope survives 



[JocJntig f&ncards] 
Hush — ^hnsh! Maria. 



It is Francesco, onr Inquisitor ; 

That bnsj man, gross, ignorant, and cmel ! 

EfUer F&AHcssco and At«hadra. 

rKAHCSSCO [to TSLSZ]. 

Where is your son, my lord ! Oh ! here he comes.* 

Enter Ososio. 

My Lord Osorio ! this Moresco woman 
(Alhadra is her name) asks audience of yon. 

* The three preceding speeches are thus altered in 



VM, (looking forwards.) Hush ! 'tis Monyiedro. 
Ter, The Inquisitor, on some new scent of blood ! 

JSiUer MoKYTEDBO with Alhadsa. 

M<mv, {havinff firH made his obeisance to Yaldsz and 
Tbbbsa.) Peace and the truth be with you! 
Qood, my lord. 
My present need is with your son. 

(Looking forward. 
We have hit the time. Here comes he ! Tes, 'tis he. 
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OSOBIO. 

Hail, reverend father! What may be the 
business ? 

FRANCESCO. 

O the old business — a Mohammedan ! 

The officers are in her husband's house, 

And would have taken him, but that he mention'd 

Your name, asserting that you were his Mend, 

Aye, and would warrant him a Catholic. 

But i know well these children of perdition. 

And all their idle falsehoods to gain time ; 

So should have made the officers proceed. 

But that this woman with most passionate outcries, 

(Kneeling and holding forth her infants to me) 

So work'd upon me, who (you know, my lord !) 

Have human frailties, and am tender-hearted. 

That I came with her. 

OSOBIO. 

You are merciful.* 

[Looking at Alhadba. 

* Thus in Remorse : — 

Or don. Hail, reverend father ! what may be the business P 
Mon. Mj lord, on strong suspicion of relapse 

To their false creed, so recently abjured. 

The secret servants of the Inquisition 
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I woxQd that I could serve jou ; but in truth 
Your hce is new to me. 
[Alhadba if about to ipeak^ hui is vnJterrwpted by 

rSAVCBSCO. 

Aye, aye — ^I thought so ; 
And so I said to one of the fiuniliars. 
A likely story, said I, that Osorio, 
The gallant nobleman, who fought so bravely 
Some four years past against these rebel Moors ; 
Working so hard from out the garden of fsuth 
To eradicate these weeds detestable ; 
That he should countenance this vile Moresco, 

Haye seized her hnsband, and at my command 

To the supreme trihnnal would haye led him. 

Bat that he made appeal to jon, my lord. 

As sorety for his soundness in the faith. 

Tho* lessened by experience what small trust 

The asseyerations of these Moors deserye. 

Yet still the deference to Ordonio's name. 

Nor less the wish to proye, with what high honour 

The Holy Church regards her fidthftd soldiers. 

Thus fiur preyail'd with me that 

Ord. Beyerend father, 

I am much beholden to your high opinion. 
Which so o'erprizes my light sendees. 

(then to Alhadba. 
I would that I could senre yon ; but in truth 
Your face is n«w to me. 
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Nay, be his friend — ^ond warrant him, forsooth ! 
Well, well, my lord ! it is a warning to me ;* 
Now I return. 

ATiHAT>RA. 

My lord, my husband's name 
Is Ferdinand : you may remember it. 
Three years ago— three years this very week — 
You left him at AJmeria. 

rsAVCBSOO [tnvmjphcmtly']. 

Palpably false! 
This very week, three years ago, my lord ! 
(You needs must recollect it by your wound) 
You were at sea, and fought the Moorish fiends 
Who took and murder'd your poor brothei 
Albert.! 

• Thns in Semorse : — 

Hon, My mind foretold me 

That such would be the event. In troth. Lord Yaldez, 
Twas little probable, that Ifon Ordonio^ 
That your illnstrions ion, who fought ao brayely 
Some four years since to quell these rebel Moors, 
Should prove the patron of this infidel ! 
The guarantee of a Moresco's faith ! 
Now I return. 

t YoQ were at sea, and there engaged the pirates, 
The murderers doubtless of your brother Alvar ! — Jiemane, 
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[Mabia looJcs at Fbakcssco with disgust and 
horror. Ososio's appearance to he collected from 
the speech thai follows, "] 

FSAKCB8CO \to Yblez and 'pointing to ObobioJ. 
What? is lie ill, my lord P How strange lie looks P 

YELBZ [angrily]. 

You started on him too abruptly, &.tlier ! 
The &.te of one, on whom you know he doted. 

osoBio [starting as in a sudden agitation] . 

heavens ! I doted ! 

[Then, as if recovering himself. 
Yes ! I DOTED on him ! 
[OsoBio walks to the end of the stooge, Yelez 
follows soothing him,] 

MABiA [her eye following them], 

I do not, cannot love him. Is my heart hard P 
Is my heart hard P that even now the thought 
Should force itself upon me — ^yet I feel it ! 

FBANCESGO. 

The drops did start and stand upon his forehead 
I will return — in very truth I grieve 
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To have been the occasion. Ho! attend me, 
woman! 

▲LHADBA {to MaBIA]. 

O gentle ladj, make the father staj 
Till that my lord recover.* I am sure 
That he will say he is my husband's friend. 

MABIA. 

Stay, father, stay — my lord wiU soon recover. 

[OsoBio and Velez retv/rning, 

osoBio \to Velez as they return']. 

Strange ! that this Francesco 
Should have the iK)wer so to distemper me. 

TELEZ. 

Nay, 'twas an amiable weakness, son ! 

FBANGESGO [to OSOBIO]. 

My lord, I truly grieve 

OSOBIO. 

Tut ! name it not. 
A sudden seizure, father ! think not of it. 

• Until my lord recover. — Remorte. 
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Afl to this woman's htusband, I do know him : 
I know him well, and that he is a Christian. 

FBAHOBSOO. 

I hope, my lord, your sensibility* 
Doth not preTail. 

OSOBIO. 

Nay, nay. You know me better. 
You hear what I hare said. But 'tis a trifle. 
I had something here of more importance. 
[TauMng hU forehead asifintheact qfrecoUeetion. 

Hah! 
The Oount Mondejar, our great general. 
Writes, that the bishop we were talking of 
Has sicken'd dangerously. 

FBAirCBSCO. 

Even so. 

OSOBIO. 

I must return my answer. 

FBAJrCBSOO. 

When, my lord P 



• Tour merely hnman jAty. — Jtsmorsg. 
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080BI0. 

To-morrow morning, and shall not forget 
How bright and strong your zeal for the Catholic 
£edth. 

FBANOBSCO. 

You are too kind, my lord ! You oTerwhelm me. 

OSOBIO. 

Kay, say not so. As for this Ferdinand,* 

'Tis certain that he was a Catholic. 

What changes may have happened in three years, 

I cannot say, but grant me this, good father ! 

m go and sifb him :t if I find him sound, 

You'll grant me your authority and name 

To liberate his house. 

FBANCBSCO. 

My lord you hare it.t 

* The twelve preoeding lines are omitted in the printed 
Memorse, which runs on : — 

M<m. I hope, my lord, yonr merely human pity 
Doth not prevail— 

Ord. "Hs certain that he tmw a Catholic, &c. 

t Myself I'll sift him. — Hemorse, 

X This speech is thus amplified in RemorM : — 

Your seal, my lord. 
And your late merits in this holy warfare 
Would authorize an ampler trust — ^you have it. 
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OaOBIO [to AI.HAIIKA.] 

I will attcmd yon home withio an bonr. 
Meantime return with us, and take refreshment.* 



Not till my hnaband's firee, I may not do it. 
I will stay here. 

■ABU [ande]. 

Who ia this Ferdinand P 

TELEZ. 

Daughter ! 

MAKU. 

With your permission, my dear lord, 
m loiter a few minutes, and then join yon.f 

[^Exeunt Yelsz, Fbamcesco, and Obobio. 

ALHADKA. 

Hi^ ! there he goes. A bitter curse go with him, 
A scathing carse ! 

[Alhadba had been betrayed bi/ the warmth of 
her fedingt itUo an imprudence. SAe checks henelf, 
ydrecolleding Mabia'b maa/ner towards Fbarcbsco, 
eaye in a thy and dietniitful manner'] 

Ton hate him, don't you, lady ! 

* The second line of tbi* speech ia assigned to Taldez in 

t 111 loiter yet awhile t' eiyoj the «ea breew. — Semorit. 
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MABIA. 

Nay, fear me not ! my heart is sad for you. 

ATiHAT>RA. 

These fell Inquisitors, these sons of blood ! 
As I came on, his face so madden'd me 
That ever and anon I clutch'd my dagger 
And half unsheathed it. 

MABIA. 

Be more calm, I pray you. 

ALHADBA. 

And as he stalk*d* along the narrow path 
Close onf the mountain's edge, my soul grew eager. 
'Twas with hard toil I made myself remember 
That his foul officers^ held my babes and husband. 
To have leapt upon him with a tiger's plimge 
And hurl'd him down the ragged precipice, 
O — it had been most sweet ! 

MABIA. 

Hush, hush ! for shame. 
Where is your woman's heart ? 

* walk'd — Bemorse, 
t Close by. — lb. 
X liis famUiarB. — lb. 



gentle lady ! 
You have no skiU to gueea my many irrongs, 
Many and strange. Besides I am a GbriBtian, 
And they do never pardon,* 'tU their &Jth ! 

■ASIA. 

Shame &U on those irho so have shown it to 



I know that man ; 'tis well he knows not me ! 
Five years ago, and he was the prime agent. 
Hve years ago the Holy Brethren seized me. 

lUBU. 

"What m^ht your crime be P 

AI.HAJDBA. 

Solely my compleiion.t 
Th^ oast me, then a young and nursing mother, 
Into a dungeon of their prison house. 
There was no bed, no fire, no ray of light. 
No touch, no sound of comfort ! The black air, 

• Chiutaam never pardon. — Bemertt. 

t I WW a Moresco ! 
Thoj cast me. Ic.— J4. 
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It was a toil to breathe it ! I hare seen 

The gaoler's lamp, the moment that he enter'd. 

How the flame simk at once down to the socket.* 

miserable, by that lamp to see 

My infant quarrelling with the coarse hard bread 
Brought daily : for the little wretch was sickly — 
My rage had dried away its natural food ! 
In darkness I remain'd, counting the clocksf 
Which haply told me that the blessed sun 
Was rising on my garden. When I dozed, 
My infant's meanings mingled with my dreams;|; 
And waked me. If you were a mother, lady, 

1 should scarce dare to tell you, that its noises 
And peevish cries so fretted on my bram 
That I have struck the innocent babe in anger ! 

MASU.. 

O Qtod ! § it is too horrible to hear ! 

• It was a toil to breathe it ! When the door. 
Slow opening at the appointed hour^ disclosed 
One human countenance, the lamp's red flame 
Cower'd as it enter'd and at once sank down. — Memorse. 

f counting the bell. — lb. 
X with my slumbers. — lb. 
§ O Heaven ! &c. — lb. 



What was it then to suffer P 'Tig most right 
That such as you should hear it. Eiiow yon not 
What Nature makes 70a mourn, she bids you 

healP 
Great evils ask great passions to redress them, 
And whirlvinds fitliest scatter pestilence- 



Ton were at length deliTer'd ?• 



Yes, at length 
I sair the blessed arch of the whole heaven. 
'Twafl the first time mj in&nt smiled ! No more. 
For if I dwell upon that moment, lady, 
A fit comes oii,t which makes roe o'er again 
All I then was, my knees hang loose and drag. 
And my lip &lls with such an idiot laugh 
That yon would start and shudder ! 

But your husband ? 

* Ton were st length releMed ?—JZ«norM. 
t A tniue comes on. — lb. 
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ALHADBA. 

A month's imprisomnent would kill him, lady ! 

MABIA. 

Alas, poor man ! 

ALHADBA. 

He hath a lion's courage, 
But is not stem enough for fortitude.* 
Unfit for boisterous times, with gentle heart 
He worships Nature in the hill and yalley, 
Not knowing what he loves, but lores it aU ! 

[Enter Albebt disguised as a Moresco, and in 
Moorish ga/rm&rds.'\ 

ALBEBT [not observing mabla and alhadba]. 

Three weeks have I been loitering here, nor ever 
Have summon'd up my heart to ask one question. 
Or stop one peasant passing on this way.f 

MABLA.. 

Know you that man ? 

* He hath a lion's courage. 
Fearless in act, but feeble in endurance. — Remorse. 

t This speech is omitted in Bemorse. 



His person, not his name. 
I doubt not, he is some Moresco chieftain 
Who hides him self amoBg the Alpuiairas. 
A week has scarcely paas'd sinoe first I saw him ; 
He has new-roof d the desolate old cottage 
Where Zagri lived — who dared avow the prophet 
And died like one of the faiths I There he lives. 
And a friend with him. 

■ABIA. 

Does he know his danger 
So near this seat F 

He wears the Moorish robes too, 
is in defiance of the royal edict. 

[Alhadra advwtue* to Albert, who hm walked 
lo the back of the stage near the rocks. Ma&ia. dri^» 
her veil,'] 

ALHADBA. 

Gallant Moresco ! you are near the castle 
Of the Lord Velez, and hard by does dwell 
A priest, the creature of the Inquisition. • 

thus ulttTMl in 
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ALBERT [retiringly. 
You have mistaken me — I am a Christian. 

ALHADBA [to MABIA]. 

He deems that we are plotting to ensnare him. 
Speak to him, lady ! none can hear you speak 
And not believe you innocent of guile. 
[Albert, on hearing this, pauses amd twms round. 

MABLA.. 

If aught enforce you to concealment, sir ! 

ALHADBA. 

He trembles strangely. 

[Albebt sinks down a/nd hides his face in his 
ga/rment.'] 

But doubt not he is some Moresco chieftain. 
Who hides himself among the Alpxtxarras. 

Ter. The Alpnxarras ? Does he know his danger. 
So near this seat ? 

Alkad. He wears the Moorish robes too. 

As in defiance of the royal edict. 

[Alhadaa <»dvance* to Alyab, who hat walked to the 
back of the staff e near the rocks. Tebesa d/rops her 
veil.'] 
Alhad. Gallant Moresco ! An inquisitor, 
Monviedro, of known hatred to our race 



See — ^we h&ve disturb'd him. 

[Approaekei nearer to him. 
I praj 70U, think ns friends — uncowl jour &ce. 
For 70U Beem faint, and the night-breeze blows 

healing. 
I prey yon, think ub friends ! 

ALBBBT [rauinjT his head]. 

Calm — very calm ; 
'Tis all too tranquil for reality ! 
And she spoke to me with her innocent voice. 
That voice ! that innocent voice ! She ie no 

traitress !• 
It wae a dream, a phantom of mj sleep, 
A lying dream. 

[ffe gtarte up, wad abruptly addresees her. 

Maria ! you are not wedded ? 
UABtA [haiightily to alkadba.}. 
Let Qs retire. 

[Thei/ advance to the front of the stage. 

ALHADBA. 

He is indeed a Christian. 

• The rest of the speech U omitted in Bemorte. 

f The rest of this spc«ch and the two fallowing specchea 
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Some stray Sir Enight, tliat falls in love of a 
sudden. 

MABIA. 

What can this mean ? How should he know my 

name? 
It seems all shadowy. 

ALHADBA. 

Here he comes again. 

ALBEBT [aside]. 

She deems me dead, and yet no mourning 

garment !* 
Why should my brother's wife wear mourning 

garments ? 
God of all mercy, make me, make me quiet If 

[To Mabia. 
Your pardon, gentle maid!| that I disturb'd you. 
I had just started from a frightful dream. 

alhadba. 
These renegado Moors — ^how soon they learn 



* yet wears no mourning garment. — JRemorge. 

t This line is omitted in Itemorse, 

X Your pardon, noble dame ! — Bemorse. 
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The crimeB and foUieB of their Christian 
tyrants!* 

ALBBBT. 

I dreamt I had a friend, on whom I lean'd 
With blindest trust, and a betrothed maid 
Whom I was wont to call not mine, but me, 
For mine own self seem'd nothing, lacking her ! 
Thia maid so idolized, that trusted Mend, 
Polluted in my ahsencef soul and body ! 
And she with him and he with her conspired 
To have me murder'd in a wood of the mountains : % 

* For the above apefch the three following ore Bubetitntad 
in the pnbUshed Bamorte : — 

Ter. Dreaiiu tell but of the put. Mid jet, 'tis sud, 
Thej propheay — 

Aio. The Put lives o'er ngain 

In its effecti, aod to tlie gailt; sjnrit, 
The erer frowning Present ia ite image. 
Ttr. Traitreu ! {then and*) 

What sodden spell c/enDasters me P 
Whj seeks he me, shnimiDg the Moorish wonmn. 

[Tbbbsa lookt round uneatili/, but gradmaU}/ beeonei 
ailentive at AXTiB proceedt in the next ipeech. 
f Kshononr'd in m; absence. — -Remorte. 
X For the above two Unea the two following were substi- 
tuted in Etmorte: — 

Fear, folloning guUt, tempted Co blacker ^ilt. 
And murderers were snbom'd agunst mj life. 
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But by my looks and most impassioned words 
I roused the virtues, that are dead in no man, 
Even in the assassins' hearts. They made their 

terms, 
And thank'd me for redeeming them from murder. 

ATiHAT>TlA [to MABIA]. 

You are lost in thought. Hear him no more, 
sweet lady! 

MABIA. 

From mom to night I am myself a dreamer. 
And slight things bring on me the idle mood. 
Well, sir, what happened then ? 

ALBSBT. 

On a rude rock, , 
A rock, methought, fast by a grove of firs 
Whose threaddy leaves to the low breathing gale 
Made a soffc sound most like the distant ocean, 
I stay'd as tho' the hour of death were past, 
And I were sitting in the world of spirits. 
For all things seem'd unreal ! There I sate. 
The dews fell clammy, and the night descended, 
Black, sultry, close ! and ere the midnight hour 
A storm came on, mingling all sounds of fear 
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That woods and sky and moimtaine aeem'd one 

haToclcl 
The second flash of lightning ahoVd & tree 
Hard by me, newly-scathed. I rose tmnultuoua : 
My Boul work'd high : I bared my head to the 

storm, 
And with loud voice and clamorons agony 
Kneeling I pray'd to the great Spirit that 

made me, 
Pray'd that Bemorse might fasten on their hearts, 
And cling, with poisonouB tooth, inextricable 
As the gored lion's bite ! 

lUBU. 

A fearful nirse! 

ALEADSA.. 

But dreamt yon not that yon return'd and Idll'd 

him?* 
Dreamt you of no revenge P 

UiBSBT [his voice trembling, and in tones of de»p 
diatreea]. 

She would have died. 
Died in her sinat — perchance, by her own hands ! 

* and kill'd them. — Stmorit. 
+ Died in her goilt. — /*. 
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And bending o'er her self-inflicted wounds 
I might hare met the evil glance of frenzy 
And leapt myself into an unblest grave ! 
I pray'd for the punishment that cleanses hearts. 
For still I loved her ! 

ALHADKA. 

And yon dreamt all this ? 

MABIA. 

My soul is fall of visions, all is wild !* 

ALHADSA. 

There is no room in this heart for pulijig love-tales. 
Lady ! your servants there seem seeking us.t 

MABiA \lift8 up her veil wnd advomces to albert]. 

Stranger, farewell ! I guess not who you are, 
Nor why you so address'd your tale to me. 
Tour mien is noble, and, I own, perplex'd me 
With obscure memory of something past. 
Which still escaped my efforts, or presented 
Tricks of a fancy pamper'd with long-wishing. 

* AQ as wild. — Bemorse, (The reading in the text may 
possibly be an error of the transcriber.) 

t This line is omitted in Semorse, 



30 ososio : 

If (as it sometimes happens) our rude startling. 
While your fall heart was shaping out its dream, 
Drove you to this, your not ungentle wildness,* 
You haye my sympathy, and so fEirewell ! 
But if some imdiscover'd wrongs oppress you, 
And you need strength to drag them into light. 
The generous Velez, and my Lord Osorio 
Have arm and will to aid a noble sufferer, 
Nor shall you want my &.YOurable pleading. 

[ExeuTvt Mabia cmd Alhadba. 

ALBBBT [alone]. 

'Tis strange ! it cannot be ! my Lord Osorio ! 
Her Lord Osorio ! Nay, I will not do it. 
I cursed him once, and one curse is enough. 
How sad she look'd and pale ! but not like guilt. 
And her calm tones — sweet as a song of mercy ! 
If the bad spirit retained his angel's voice. 
Hell scarce were hell. And why not innocent ? 
Who meant to murder me might well cheat her. 
But ere she married him, he had stain'd her 

honour. 
Ah! there I am hamper'd. What if this were 

a lie 

* your not ungentle kindness, — Remorse, 
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Framed by the ajssassin ? who should tell it hiin 
If it were truth ? Osorio would not tell him. 
Yet why one lie ? All else, I know, was truth. 
No start ! no jealousy of stirring conscience ! 
And she referr'd to me — ^fondly, methought ! 
Could she walk here, if that she were a traitress ?* 
Here where we play'd together in our childhood ? 
Here where we plighted vows ? Where her cold 

cheek 
Eeceired my last kiss, when with suppressed 

feelings 
She had fainted in my arms ? It cannot be ! 
'Tis not in nature ! I will die, believing 
That I shall meet her where no evil is, 
No treachery, no cup dash'd from the lips ! 
rU haunt this scene no more — live she in peace ! 
Her husband — ay, her husband! May this 

Angel 
New-mould his canker'd heart ! Assist m.e. 

Heaven ! 
That I may pray for my poor guilty brother ! 

End of Act the First. 



* If she had been a traitress ? — Jtemorse. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

ScEKB THE FiBST — A wUd omd motmtainotis 
country, Osobio and Febdinanb a/re discovered 
at a little distance from a house* which sta/ads 
under the brow of a slate rock, the rocJc covered with 
vines. 

' Febdinanb amd Ososio. 

FERDINAND. 

Thrice you have saved my life. Once in the 

battle 
You gave it me, next rescued me from suicide, 
When for my follies I was made to wander 
With mouths to feed, and not a morsel for thein. 



* In the published Remorse the remainder of this stage 
direction is omitted, and the Scene opens thus : — 

Ord. Here we may stop : yonr house distinct in view. 
Yet we secured from listeners. 

Isid. Now indeed 

My house ! and it looks cheerful as the clusters 
Basking in sunshine on yon vine-clad rock 
That overbrows it ! Patron ! Friend ! Preserver ! 
Thrice have you saved my life, &c. 

D 



34 oioBio : 

Now, but for joo, a dtmgeon's ilimj itones 
Had pilloVd my anapt jointB.* 

OBOBIO. 

Qood Ferdinand! 
Why this to me ? It is enon|;h yon know it, 

txbdikahd. 
A common trick of gratitude, my lord ! 
Seeking to ease her own full heart. 

OBOEIO. 

Etiongh. 
A debt repaid cobms to be a debt. 
You hare it in your power to serre me greatly. 

TERDDTAIID. 

Aa how,t my lord? I pray you name the thing! 
I woald climb up an ice^liued j)reci^ice 
To pluck a weed you fancied. 

OBOBIO [with emhwnaavment and hentaHon]. 
"Why— that— lady— 

FSBDQIAIID. 

Tis now three years, my lordl sinoe last I 

saw yon. 
Have you a son, my lord ? 

* Had been m; bed and pillow. — Bemortt. 
t And bow, — lb. 
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080BI0. 

O miserable ! 

Ferdinand ! you are a man, and know this worldl* 
I told you what I wish'd — now for the truth ! 
She loved the man you kill'd ! 

FERDINAND [hohing as stiddenJ/y alarmed]. 

You jest, my lord ? 

OSOBIO. 

And till his death is proved, she will not wed me. 

FEBDINAND. 

You sport with me, my lord ? 

OSOBIO. 

Come, come, this foolery 
lives only in thy looks — thy heart disowns it. 

FEBDINAND. 

I can bear this, and anything more grievous 
From you, my lord ! — ^but how can I serve you 
here? 

OSOBIO. 

"^^y^ you <^^ui mouth set speeches 8olemnly,t 



• and know mankind. — Hemorse. 

f Why yon can utter with a solemn gesture 
Oracular sentences of deep no-meaning,—-/}. 



Wear a quaint garment, make myBteriooa 

antica. 

PEBDINAND. 

I am doll, my lord ! I do not comprehend you. 

OBOBIO. 

In blunt terms you can play the oorcerer. 
She has no &ith in Holy Church, 'tis true. 
Her lover achool'd her in some newer nonsense : 
Tet still a tale of spirits works on her. 
She is a lone enthusiast, sensitive, 
Shivers, and cannot keep the tears in her eye. 
Such ones do h)ve the marvellous too well 
Not to believe it. We will wind her up* 
With a strange music, that she knows not of. 
With fumes of franldncenBe, and mummery — 
Then leave, as one sure token of his death, 
That portrsit, which from off the dead man's 

I bade thee take, the trophy of thy conqneat-t 

* And such do love the morvelloiu too well 

Not to believe it. We will wind ap her tkncj—Benutrit. 
t In the published Saimrie the two following speeches are 
here added: — 
Itid. Will that be a sure sign ? 
Ord. Beyond Bt 



1 
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FBBDiNAND [with hesitation]. 

Just now I should have cursed the man who told me 
You could ask aught, my lord ! and I refuse. 
But this I cannot do. 

OSOBIO. 

Where lies your scruple ? 

FERDINAND. 

That shark Francesco. 

ososio. 
O ! an o'ersized gudgeon ! 
I baited, sir, my hook with a painted mitre. 
And now I play with him at the end of the line. 
Well — and what next ?* 

Fondly caressing him, her favour'd lover, 
(By some base spell he had bewltch'd her senses) 
She whisper'd such dark fears of me forsooth. 
As made this heart pour gall into my veins. 
And as she coyly bound it round his neck. 
She made him promise silence ; and now holds 
The secret of the existence of this portrait 
Known only to her lover and herself. 
But I had traced her, stoln unnoticed on them. 
And unsuspected saw and heard the whole. 

* The two preceding speeches are omitted in Remorse ; an 
Isidore (Ferdinand) replies : — 

Why — why, my lord, 

Tou know you told me, &c. 



FEBDIHAKD [ctommertn^]. 

Neit, next — my lord I 
Toil know, ycm told me that the lady lored you, 
Had loved you with incautious tendemesa. 
That if the young man, her betrothed husband, 
Setum'd, yourself, and she, and an unborn 

babe, 
Must perish. Now, my lord ! to be a man I* 

oaooio [aiovd, thoitgh to eseprett Ms contempt he 

ipeaJa in &e third person]. 
This fellow is a man ! He kill'd for hir« 
One whom he knew not — yet has tender 

scruples. 

[Then turning to Fxrdiband. 
Thy hums and ha's, thy whine and stemmering. 
Pish — fool! thou blonder'st throi^h the devil's 

book,t 
Spelling thy villainy 1 

* That if the young man, her betrotlied hmbaud, 
Betam'd, yonnelf, and ihe, and tiie honour of botli. 
Hut periah. Now, thongb wiUi no tenderer Bcruples 
Than tboM which being notice to the heait — 
Than those, my lord, which merely being a man. 

— Semone. 

t Then doubta, these fean, thy whine, thy stammering — 
I^ih,fool! thonblonder'gtUilODgb the book of guilt. — li. 
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FERDINAND. 

My lord— my lord ! 
I can bear much, yes, very much from you. 
But there's a point where sufferance is meanness ! 
I am no villain, never kill'd for hire. 
My gratitude 

OSOBIO. 

O ! ay, your gratitude ! 
'Twas a well-soimding word — ^what have you done 
with it ? 

FERDINAND. 

Who proffers his past fieivours for my virtue* 
Tries to o'erreach me, is a very sharper, 
And should not speak of gratitude, my lord ! 
I knew not 'twas your brother ! 

OBOBio [eviden£l/y ailarmed]. 

And who told you ? 

FERDINAND. 

He himself told me. 

* In the published JRemorse Osorio (Ordonio) here 
interposes : — 

Ord. (with hitter scorn.) Virtue 



40 OSOBIO : 

OSOSIO. 

Ha ! you talk'd with him ? 
And those, the two Morescoes, that went with 
you?* 

FERDINAND. 

Both fell in a night-brawl at Malaga. 
OSOBIO [in a low voice]. 
My brother ! 

FBBDINAND. 

Yes, my lord ! I could not tell you : 
I thrust away the thought, it drove me wild. 
But listen to me now. I pray you, listen ! 

OBOBIO. 

Villain ! no more ! I'll hear no more of it. 

FERDINAND. 

M y lord ! it much imports your future safety 
T hat you should hear it. 

osoBio \pwming off from febdinand]. 

Am I not a man ? 
*Tis as it should be ! Tut — the deed itself 
Was idle — and these after-pangs still idler ! 

• And these, the two Morescoes who were with you ? — 

Remorse, 
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FERDINAND. 

We met him in the very place you mention'd, 
Hard by a grove of firs, 

ososio. 

Enough! enough! 

FERDINAND. 

He fought us valiantly, and wounded all ; 
In fine, compell'd a parley ! 

osoBio [dghmg as if lost in thcmgM], 

Albert ! Brother ! 

FERDINAND. 

He offer'd me his purse. 

OSORIO. 

Yes? 

FERDINAND. 

Yes ! I spum'd it. 
He promised us I know not what— in vain ! 
Then with a look and voice which overawed me, 
He said — ^What mean you, friends ? My life is 

dear. 
I have a brother and a promised wife 



Who make life dear to me, and if I &11 

That brother will roam earth and hell for 



There was a likeness in Ma &ce to youra. 
I ask'd his brother's name ; he said, Osorio, 
Son of Lord Velez ! I had well-nigh &inted ! 
At length I said (if that indeed I said It, 
And that so spirit made mj tongue his organ), 
That woman is now pregnant* bj that brother. 
And he the man who sent as to destroy yon. 
He drove a thrust at me in rage. I told him, 
He wore her portrait round his neck — he look'd 
As he had been made of the rock that propp'd 

him back ;t 
Ay, just as TOir look now — only less ghastly ! 
At last recovering from his trance, he threw 
Kip sword away, and bode nstake his life — 
It was not worth his keeping. 



And you kill'd him ? 
blood-hounds ! may eternal wrath flame round 
you! 

* Tbitt vonuui u disbononr'd. — Satnone, 
+ that prc^ hi» Uek.— J"i. 
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He was the image of the Deity. 

[A pause. 

It seizes me — ^by hell ! I will go on ! 

What ? would'st thou stop, man ? thy pale looks 

won't save thee ! 

[Then stiddenly pressing his forehead. 

Oh ! cold, cold, cold — shot thro' with icy cold ! 

FERDINAND [oside']. 

Were he alive, he had retum'd ere now. 

The consequence the same, dead thro' his plotting ! 

ososio. 

O this unutterable dying away here. 

This sickness of the heart ! 

[A pause. 

What if I went 

And lived in a hoUow tomb, and fed on weeds ? 

Ay ! that's the road to heaven ! O fool ! fool ! 

fool! 

[J. pause. 

What have I done but that which nature destined 

Or the blind elements stirr'd up within me ? 

If good were meant, why were we made these 

beings? 

And if not meant 



FEBDIKUID. 

How feel you now, my lord ?• 
[OsoEio gtarh, lookt at him wildly, ihen, offer a 
paiue, during which hit featuret are forced into a 
mile]. 

OSOKIO. 

A gnat of the soul ! i'faith, it overset me. 
'twas all folly — aJl ! idle as laughter ! 
Now, Ferdinand, I swear that thou ahalt aid me. 

TRBDiiTAHD [in a low voice]. 
I'll perish first If Shame on my cowaid heart, 
That I must slink away &om wickedness 
Like a cow'd dog ! 

OSOBIO. 

Wtat dost thou mutter of? 

FBBDmAND. 

Some of your serrants know me, I am certain. 

OSOBIO. 

There's some sense in that scruple; but we'll 
mask you. 

* You are disturb*!!, m; lord I — Stmorie. 

t Tbe remainder of thia speech is omittad in Eemorit. 
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FERDINAND. 

They^ know my gait. But stay ! of late I have 

watch'd 
A stranger that lives nigh, still picking weeds, 
Now in the swamp, now on the walls of the ruin. 
Now clambering, like a runaway lunatic. 
Up to the summit of our highest mount. 
I have watch'd him at it morning-tide and noon, 
Once in the moonlight. Then I stood so near, 
I heard him muttering* o'er the plant. A 

wizard ! 
Some gaunt slave, prowling out for dark employ- 
ments. 

ososio. 
What may his name be ?t 

• Last night I watch'd 
A stranger near the ruin in the wood. 
Who as it seem'd was gathering herbs and wikl flowers. 
I had followed him at distance, seen him scale 
Its western wall, and by an easier entrance 
Stoln after him nnnotioed. There I mark'd 
That mid the cheqner work of light and shade. 
With cnrions choice he pluck'd no other flowers 
But those on which the moonlight fell : and once 
I heard him muttering, ^c. — Remorse, 

t Ord, Doubtless you question'd him ? — /5. 



That I cannot tell 70a. 
Only Franoesoo bade an ofScer 
Speak in jour name, as lord of this domain. 
80 he was qoestion'd, who and what he was. 
Thia waa his answer : Say to the Lord Osorio,* 
" He that can bring the dead to life agtun." 

08OR10. 
A strange reply ! 

VIKDISAXJ}. 

Ay — all of liim ie etiBJigS. ■' • ■ 
He call'd himself a ChriBtian — yet he wears 
The Hoorish robe, as if he coorted death. 

OBOSIO. 

Where does this wizard live ? 

* Iiid. 'IVm m; intentioti. 

Baring flnt tisced him homeward to his hannt. 
But lo 1 tlui ctem Dominican, wluwe Htnea 
liork ereiy whet% already (u it seem'd) 
Had giTen comminion to hii apt fanuliar 
To wek and •onnd the Moor; nho now returning, 
Was b; this trait; tugent stopp'd midway. 
I, dreading freah aiupidon if fomid near him 
Id that lone place, again conceal'd mjKlf : 
Tet within hearing. So the iioor wu qnestion'd 
And in yow name, u lord ttf thi» domain. 
Frondl; lie aniwer'd, Saj to the Lend Oidonio, ic — SMmcrit. 
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vvRjiiv Ajsjy [j>ointing to a dMance], 

You see that brooklet ? 
Trace its course backwards, tliro* a narrow 

opening 
It leads you to the place. 

OSOBIO. 

How shall I know it P 

FEBDIN'AND. 

You can^t mistake. It is a small green dale* 
Built all around with high off-sloping hills, 
And from its shape our peasants aptly call it 
The Giant's Cradle. There's a lake in the midst, 
And round its banks tall wood, that branches 

over 
And makes a kind of faery forest grow 
Down in the water. At the further end 
A puny cataract fiEills on the lake ; 
And there (a curious sight) you see its shadow 
For ever curling, like a wreath of smoke. 
Up through the foliage of those faery trees. 
His cot stands opposite — you cannot miss it. 
Some three yards up the hill a mountain ash 

* You cannot err. It is a small green dell. — Memorse, 



Stretchee its lower boughs and scarlet clustora 
O'er the new thatch.* 

OBOKIO. 

I shall not ful to find it. 
[^ExU Obobio. Febdikakd goes into his hoiue. 

Scene changes. 

Tke ituide of a cottage, a/romtd vhieh flowert and 
plants of various ktTidB are seen. 

A1.BBBT and Maubicb. 

AI.BEBT. 

He doth believe himself an iron soul. 
And therefore pats he on an iron outward ; 
And those same mock habiliments of strength 
Hide his own weaknesB &om himself. 



His wea^esB ! 
Come, come, q^eak out ! Yonr brother is a 



* O'er the old thatcli. — Semorte. 
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Yet all the wealth, power, influence, which is yours 
You suffer him to hold ! 

AliBEBT. 

Maurice ! dear Maurice ! 
That my return involved Osorio's death* 

* Up to the point indicated this scene is entirely different 
in the printed Jtemorse, As will be seen, Alhadra is intro- 
duced, and Zulimez replaces Maurice, who is only allnded to. 

The inside of a Cottage, around which flowers and plants of 
various hinds are seen. Discovers Alvab, Zttlikez, and 
Alhadba, as on the point of leaving, 

Alhad. (addressing Altab.) 
Farewell then ! and though many thoughts perplex me. 
Aught evil or ignoble never can I 
Suspect of thee ! If what thou seem'st thou art. 
The oppressed brethren of thy blood have need 
Of such a leader. 

Alv, Nobly-minded woman ! 

Long time against oppression have I fought. 

And for the native liberty of faith. 

Have bled and suffered bonds. Of this be certain. 

Time, as he courses onwards, still unrolls 

The volume of Concealment. In the Putube, 

As in the optician's glassy cylinder. 

The indistinguishable blots and colours 

Of the dim Past collect and shape themselves. 

Upstarting in their own completed image. 

To scare or to reward. 

I sought the guilty, 

E 



so OfOftIO: 

1 tnwt mmld gire bw kd tauain^ed f t ng 
Yet bearable. But irhen I see m; father 
Strewmg hia scant gre; hairs eren on the 

ground 
Which aoon mut be hia gam ; and mj Haria, 
Her husband proved a monster* and her 

infiuts 
ffis in&nts — poor Haria ! — all would perieh, 
AU perish — all ! — and I (nay bear with me !) 
Coold not Burrive the complicated ruin J 

And what I songht I foimd: bat are the spow 

Flew from mj huid, tbera rose an angel form 

Betwiit me and mj aim. Willi baffled purpose 

To tbe ATenger I leave Vengeance, and depart ! 

Wbate'er betide, if aDght mj aim may ud. 

Or power protect, my word ia pledged to tbee : 

For many are thy wrongs, and Uiy sonl noble. 

Once more fWrewell. {Exit AtBlDB*. 

Tts, to the Belgic rtates 
We will retum. llieae robes, this itain'd complexion. 
Akin to falsehood, weigh upon my spirit. 
Whate'm be&ll as, the hennc Manrice 
Will grant na an aaylnm, in Temembrance 
Of onr past serricce. 

Znl. And bU ibe wealth, power, inAoence which is yoms 
Ton let a mnrderer hold ? 

Alv. O faithfal Znlimei ! 

That my return inrolved Ordonio's death, .jV. 

* prored a mnideier.— AnurM; 



MAUBiCE [vmeb affected]. 

Nay, now, if I have distreea'd you — ^you well know, 
I ne'er will quit your fortunes ! true, 'tis tiresome. 
You are a painter — one of many fancies — 
You can call up past deeds, and make them live 
On the blank cauTas, and each little herb, 
That grows on mountain bleak, or tangled forest. 
You've learnt to name — ^but I 

ALBERT. 

Well, to the Netherlands 
We will return, the heroic Prince of Orange 
Will grant us an asyhun^ in remembrance 
Of our past service. 

MATIBICS. 

Heard you not some steps ?* 

ALBEBT. 

What if it were my broiJifir coming onward ! 
Not very wisely (but his creature teased me)t 
I sent a most mysterious message to him. 

* The preceding speech of Albert is omitted in Memorfe, 
and the former speaker continues : — 

You have learnt to name 

Hark ! heard yon not some footsteps ? 

t This, line i» omitted in Eemorte, 



KAUKICC 

Would he not know jon ? 

I anCminglT 
Trust Hat disguiae. Besidea, be tliinks me dead ; 
And irli&t the mind belierea impoeaible, 
The bodily eetiae is alow to recognise. 
Add to mj joQth, when last we saw each other ; 
Manhood has awell'd mj chest, and taoght mj 

voice 
A hoarser note. 

Most troe ! And AIt&'h Do^ 
Did not improve it hj the unwholesome Tianda 
He gave BO scantilj in tha.t fool dungeon, 
During our long imprisonioent.* 

[Enter Osokio. 

AI.BKST. 

It is he I 

KAITBICK. 

Make yoorself talk ; ^all feel the leas. Come, 

speak. 
How do yon find yourself P Speak to me, Albot 

* The tibree preceding ipeecbea ue omitted in Stmoru, 
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ALBERT [placing his hand on hia hearf], 
A little fluttering here ; but more of sorrow !• 

OSOBIO. 

You know my name, perhaps, better than me. 
I am Osorio, son of the Lord Yelez. 

ALBEBT [grocmi/ng dlovd]. 

The son of Velez ! 

[osoBio wcdks leiawrel/y round the room, cmd looks 
aMeniively at the plcmts.] 

MAXJBICE. 

Why, what ails you now ? 
[Albert grasps Maurice's hand in agitation. 



* The two precedliig speeches are omitted in Semorse, and 
the following speech of Osorio (Ordonio) runs thns : — 

Ord. (to himself ob lis enters). 
If I distinguish'd right her gait, and stature. 
It was the Moorish woman, Isidore's wife. 
That pass'd me as I entered. A lit taper. 
In the night air, doth not more naturally 
Attract the night flies round it, than a conjuror 
Draws round him the whole female neighbourhood. 

(addressing Alyab. 
You know my name, I guess, if not my person. 
I am Ordonio, &c. 



How joor lutud tranibleB, Albeit 1 Sfe»k I what 
wish 70D? 

To Ikll iqxm bia aeA and weep is angaiBb I* 
OBOBIO [retumijig']. 

All very curious 1 from a rom'd abbey 

Flock'd in the moonlight. There's a strai>ge 

power in weedaf 
Wben a few odd prajers have been mntt^d o'e^ 

them. 
Tb^i they work miracles ! I warrant you. 
There's not a leaf, but nndenieath it larks; 
Some eerriceable imp. There's (me of yon, 
Wbo sent me a strange message. 

ALBKKT. 

I am be! 

* and weep forgiTeDew! — £miDrM, 

t In the pnblished Semorie tbit speech begins aa fbllom : — 

Ord. {retnmiag, Mut aUmd), 
Finck'd in the moonUght from a min'd abbe; — 
Thoee onlj. wbich the pale n^ visited ! 
O the onintflligible power of weeds, Sx. 

t but underneath it works. — Eaamrie, 
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OBOfilO. 

I will speak with yon, and by yonrself. 

OSOBIO. 

" He that can bring the dead to life again.** 
Such was your message, sir ! Yon are no dullard, 
But one that strips the outward rind of things ! 

ALBEBT. 

'Tis fabled there are fruits with tempting rinds 
That are all dust and rottenness within. 
Would'st thou I should strip such ! 

OSOBIO. 

Thou quibbling fool, 
What dost thou mean ? Think'st thou I joumey'd 

hither 
To sport with thee ? 

ALBBBT. 

No, no ! my lord ! to sport 
Best fits the gaiety of Innocence ! 

• In Semorse thus : — 

Ord, With you, then, I am to speak. 

ISau^MH^ ioamng his hand to Zvjjxbsl^ 
And mark you, alone. 

\JS»ii 2T7LIMEZ. 



OWBIO [dnMM &adfc a* if ihmg and embarrtu»ed, 

Qteti folding hit arm*]. 
O whftt a thing u Mui ! the wieeat heart 
A fool — a fool, that laogbs at its own foUj, 
Tet still & fool ! 

[^Lookg TouTtd the coUa<}c. 
It Btrikee me* yon are poor ! 

AI.BKXT. 

What follows thence P 

OMUO. 

That yoa wonld fain be richer. 
Besides, yon do not Iotc the rack, perhaps. 
Nor a black dnngeon, nor a fire of foggoU. 
^e loqnisition — hey ? You understand me. 
And yoa are poor. Now I have wealth and 

power,t 
Can quench the flames, and ctire your poverty. 

■ It Hrilcf au. Tbrae three wordi ue omitted id 

t The ucond and third line* of this apeech are omitted in 
the printed Semorie, where it open* thus :— 

OnL That yon wonld Tun be richer. 

Tile InqniiitioD, too. Yon comprehend me P 
Ton are poor, in pmL I have wealth and power, A.e. 



▲ TBAOBDY. 



67 



And for this service, all I ask you is* 

That you should serve me — once — ^for a few hours. 

AXBBBT [sol&mmly]. 

Thou art the son of Velez ! Would to Heaven 
That I could truly and for ever serve thee ! 

OSOBIO. 

The canting scoundrel sofbens.f 

[Aside, 

You are my friend ! 
" He that can bring the dead to life again." 
Nay, no defence to me. The holy brethren 
Believe these calumnies. I know thee better. 

[Then with great bitterness. 
Thou art a man, and as a man I'll trust thee ! 

ALBBBT. 

Alas, this hollow mirth ! Declare your business ! 

OSOBIO. 

I love a lady, and she would love me 
But for an idle and fantastic scruple. 

• And for the boon I ask of you but this. — Remorse. 
t The slave begins to soften. — lb. 



Have you no BerrantB round the homei'* no 
liBteners? 

[OsOEiO »tep» to the door. 

1.LBKBT. 

What ! feithlew too ? false to hia angel wife P 
To such a wife ? Well might' st thou look bo wan, 
m-stair'd Maria ! Wretch ! my softer sonl 
Ib pasa'd away ! and I will probe his conscience. 

osoBio [returned]. 
Id truth this lady Wed another man. 
But he has perish'd. 

ALBERT. 

What P you kiU'd him P hey P 
ososio. 
Ill daah thee to the earth, if thou but think'at it, 
Thou slave ! thou galley-slave ! thou mountebank ! 
I leave thee to the hangman If 

* Have joa no servauU heie ? — B»morte. 
t Thai dtered and truwpoBed in Senorte . — 
Ord. I'll dub thee to the euth, if thoa bat tbink'st it ! 
luaolent slave ! bow dtred'st thon— 

{iunu otr«(p%JV0Bi Alvax, md tkem (0 iimttlf. 
Whji whafitbilf 
'Twu idiotcj! I'll tie mjielf to mn Mpen, 
An.l we*r a fool'* c»p 



A TKJlJOSDY. 59 

AIiBEBT, 

Pare you well ! 
I pity joUy Osorio ! even to anguish ! 

[AiiBBBT retires off ^ staffs 

osoBio [recovering himself '\, 

'Twas idiotey ! I'll tie myself to an aspen, 
And wear a fool's cap. Ho ! 

[Calling after Albebt. 

ALBEBT [retwming']. 

Be brief, what wish you ? 

OSOBIO. 

You are deep at bartering — ^you charge yourself 
At a round sum. Come, come, I spake unwisely. 

AIiBXBT. 

I listen to you. 

OSOBIO. 

In a sudden tempest 
Did Albert perish — ^he, I mean, the lover — 
The fellow 

Alv. {watclimg his agitation,) Fare thee well — 
I pity thee, Ordonio, even to anguish. 

[Alyab retires to the bacjk of the stage. 

Ord. (having recovered himself.) 
Ho ! iotdUnff io Altab.) 



60 O80RI0 : 



▲LBBBT. 



Nay, speak out, 'twill ease your heart 
To call him villain ! Why stand'st thou aghast ? 
Men think it natural to hate their riyals ! 

osoBio [hesUating a/nd half doubting whether he 

ehoidd proceed]. 

Now till she knows him dead she will not 
wed me! 

ALBEBT [with eager vehemence']. 

Are you not wedded, then ? Merciful God !* 
Not wedded to Maria? 

OSOBIO. 

Why, what ails thee ? 
Art mad or drunk ? Why look'st thou Upward 

so?t ^ 

Dost pray to Lucifer, prince of the air ? 

ALBERT. 

Proceed. I shall be silent. 

[AliBEBT sitSj and leaning on the table hides his face. 

• Mercifnl Heaven ! — Itemorse, 

t What, art thou mad? Why looVstthoa upward so? — lb. 



\ 



A TBAQEDT. 61 

OSOBIO. 

To Maria ! 
Politic wizard ! ere you sent that message, 
You had conn'd your lesson, made yourself 

proficient 
In all my fortunes ! Hah ! you prophesied 
A golden crop ! — ^well, you have not mistaken — 
Be faithful to me, and I'll pay thee nobly. 

AiiBEBT \lifbing wp his head]. 
Well — and this lady ! 

OSOBIO. 

If we could make her certain of his death. 
She needs must wed me. Ere her lover left her, 
She tied a little portrait round his neck 
Entreating him to wear it. 

ALBERT [sighing]. 

Yes ! he did so ! 

OSOBIO. 

Why, no ! he was afraid of accidents, 
Of robberies and shipwrecks, and the like. 
In'secrecy he gave it me to keep 
Till his return. 



Wliat, he WM jonr friend then P 

osoBio [wmidtd and en^rrasted]. 

I washia friend. 

[Apmue. 
Kow tb«t be gave it me 
lliis ladj koowB not. Ton ore a mighty wiuud— 
Can call this dead man np — he ivill not come — 
He is in besv^ then I — tbew joa hare no 

influence — 
Still there are tokens ; and joar imps may bring 

yoa 
Something he vara abottt him when he diyl- 
And when ths smoke of tha iaoense on the akar 
Is pase'd, joax qiirita will haTe left* this jaotan. 
What say you now ? 

ALBEBT [after a long jtauee]. 
Oaorio, I will do it. 

OBOBIO. 

Delays are dangerous. It shall be to-inorrow+ 
In the early evening. Ask for the Lord Telez. 

* Con have left. — Rmnartt. 

t Ws^ hazard no deU; Be it to-night— 71. 



A TiUO«iK(r. 63 

I will prepare him. Music, too, aud incense, 
All shall be ready. Here is this same picture — 
And here what you will value more, a purse. 
Before the dusk * 

ALBERT. 

I will not fiail ta ineet yoa. 

QSOBIO. 

Till next wa meei, fiurewell ! 

ALBERT [alone, gazes passionately at the portraW]. 

And I did curse thee ? 
At midmight ? on my knees ? And I believed 
TTiee peijured, thee polluted, thee a murderess ? t 
blind and credulous fool ! guilt of folly ! 
Should not thy inarticulate fondnesses, 
Thy infant loves — should not thy maiden vows. 



I m LJ m. '» ■ ■ I 1, J LB 



• Thus in Metnorse: — 

Music, too, and incense, 
(For I have arranged it — Music, Altar, Incense) 
All shall be ready. Here is this same picture. 
And here, what you will value more^ a purse. 
Come early for your magic ceremonies. 

t Thee yerjaxed, ikee a traitress! thee dishonoured ?- 
E&morse. 



64 OBOKiO : 

H&ve come upon my heart? And tius sweet 

Tied ronnd my neck vith many & cliBste endeai- 

ment 
And thrilling hands, that made me weep and 

tremble. 
Ah, coward dnpe I to yield it to the miscreant 
Who Bpake poUationB* of thee ! 
I am unworthy of thy love, Maria 1 
Of that unearthly smUe upon those lips, 
Which ever smiled on met Yet do not 

scorn me. 
I lisp'd thy name ere I had learnt my mother's ! 
[^EtUer Uaubice. 

ALBZBT. 

Maurice ! that picture, which I painted for thee, 
Of my asBBBsination. 

lUUEIOX. 

m go fetch it. 



Haste ! for I yearn to tell thee what has posa'd. 
[M&uKiox goes out. 

* PollntioD. — Btmortt. 



▲ TRAaSDT. 65 

ALBBBT [jgadng at (he portraU],* 

Dear image ! rescued from a traitor's keeping, 
I will not now profane thee, holy image ! 
To a dark trick ! That worst bad man shall find 
A picture which shall wake the hell within him, 
And rouse a fiery whirlwind in his conscience ! 



* The ten preceding lines, from the entrance of Maurice, 
are omitted in Remorse, and the speech of Albert (Alvar) 
continues uninterrupted. 



End of Act thb Second. 



ACT THE THIRD. 

ScENX THE FiBST. — A hall of o/rmovryywUh cm altar 
in the part farthest from the stage, 

Yblbz, Osobio, Mabia. 

* Mabia. 

Lord Velez ! you have ask'd my presence here, 
And I submit ; but (Heaven bear witness for me !) 
My heart approves it not ! 'tis mockery !t 

[Here Albebt enters in a sorcerefi^s robe. 

* See note on page 72. 

t The following passage is here inserted in the publisbed 
JBemorse: — 

Ord. BeUeve you then no preternatural influence ? 
Believe you not that spirits throng around us ? 

Ter, Say rather that I have imagined it 
A possible thing : and it has soothed my soul 
As other fancies have; but ne'er seduced me 
To traffic with the black and frenzied hope 
That the dead hear the voice of witch or wizard. 



KAXIA [to ALBKBT]. 

tr ! I moam tnd blnsb to see yon here 
On mch esnplojmenta ! With &r other thongbts 
I left 70a. 

O8OBIO [awWe]. 
Ha ! be has been tampering with her ! 

hi^-Bool'd maiden, and more dear to me 
Tbxa goita the Btra&ger*B name, I awear to thee, 

1 irill nncorer all concealed things !* 
Doubt, bat decide not ! 

Stand from off the altar. 
[Here a strain of miMte u ieard from behind the 
$eenet,fTom an imtrument of glass or steely — the 
harmtmiea or CdetHna stop, or ClaggeSa mdaUie 
orgam.'l 



"With no irreverent roioe or tmcontb charm 
I call up the departed sonl of Albert 1 
Hear our soft suit, and heed mj milder e^Ws -. 
So may the gates of Paradise imbarr'd 

* an Eonouled guilt. — Sm^ne. 

t The mn^niDg part of thii itage direction is oinitU-d 
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Cease thy swift toils, since haply thou art one 
Of that innumerable company, 
Who in broad circle, lovelier than the rainbow, 
Girdle this round earth in a dizzy motion, 
With noise too vast and constant to be heard — 
Fitliest imheard ! For, ye numberless 
And rapid travellers ! what ear unstunn'd. 
What sense unmadden'd, might bear up against 
The rushing of your congregated wings ? 
Even now your living wheel turns o'er my head ! 
Ye, as ye pass, toss high the desert sands. 
That roar and whiten, like a burst of waters, 
A sweet appearance, but a dread illusion, 
To the parch'd caravan that roams by night. 
And ye build up on the becalmed waves 
That whirling pillar, which from earth to heaven 
Stands vast, and moves in blackness. Ye too split 
The ice-mount, and with fragments many and 

huge, 
Tempest the new-thaVd sea, whose sudden gulfs 
Suck in, perchance, some Lapland wizard's skiff. 
Then round and round the whirlpool's marge ye 

dance. 
Till from the blue-swoln corse the soul toils out. 
And joins your mighty army. 

Soul of Albert ! 



70 OAOBIO : 

Hear the mild spell and tempt no blacker charm. 

By Bighs nnqniet and the sicUy pang 

Of an half dead jet still ondjing hope, 

Paaa virible before oar mortal sense ; 

So shall the Chnrch'a cleansing rites be thine. 

Her kneUs and masses that redeem the dead. 

Thk Soiro. [Simg behind tke eeenet, aceomjiamud 
by the tame indruntent at before.'] 
Hear, sweet spirit ! hear the spell 
Lest a blacker charm compel ! 
So shall the midnight breezes swell 
With thy deep long-lingering knelL 
And at ereniog erermore 
In a chapel on the shore 
Shall the chanterB sad and saintly, 
Tellow tapers burning &intly. 
Doleful masses chant for thee, 
Miserere, Somine ! 
Hark ! the cadence dies away 
On the quiet moonlight sea," 
The boatmen rest their oars, and say, 
I, Domine ! 

[A long pause. 

n llie jalloir moonlight wa. — Banorit. 



OBOBTOk 

This wu too melont^oly, &Aer I 

yxLsz. 

Uj Albert lored lad music from a child. 
Once be -was loet ; and after weurj search 
We found him in an open place of the wood, 
To which spot he had foUow'd a blind bojr 
"Who breathed into a pipe of sycamore 
Some Btrangely-movii^ notes, and these, he said. 
Were taught him in a dream ; him we first saw 
Stretch'd on the broad top of a sunny heath- 
bank; 
And, lower down, poor Albert &st asleep, 
His head upon the blind boy's dc%^ — it pleased me 
To mark, how he had &aten'd round the pipe 
A sUrer toy, his grandmother had given him. 
Methinks I see him now, as he then look'd. 
His in&nt dress was grown too short for him. 
Yet Btm he wore it.' 

* Tbni in Samorte i — 

A (ilTer to; hli grttadam had Ute girea Mm. 
Methtaka I aee him aow a* he then look'd — 
Kren so '. — He had ODtgroirn bta infiutt drea* 
Tot etlU he wors it. 



7S OSOKIO : 

XLBMm \atide]. 
My tears mart not flow — 
I moit not clasp his knees, and ciy, mj fiither I* 

OBORIO. 

The innooent obej nor ch&nn nor spelL 

Hy brother is in heaven. Thoa sainted spirit 

Borst on oar sight, a passing yisitant 1 

Onoe more to hear thy voice, once more to see 

thee, 
O 'twere a j<^ to me. 

ALBSBT [abmptU/]. 

A joy to thee 1 
What if thon heard'st him now P What if his 

sinrit 
Be-enter'd its cold corse, and came upon thee. 
With many a stab from many a mnrderer'B 

pcmiardp 
What if, his stead&st eye still beaming pity 
And brother's love, be tom'd his head aside, 

' The three preceding ipeechea itsnd at the opening of the 
Third Act in ttie pabliihed Semorie, with tile fiJloiring itage 
diiedioQ: — 

" Vau>U, ObdOKIO, amd AI.TAX i* a toreerer'i roie, art 



A TSAQBDT. 73 

Lest lie should look at thee, and with one look 
Hurl thee beyond all power of penitence ? 

YBLBZ. 

These are unholj fancies ! 

osoBio [struggling with his feelings]. 

Yes, my father ! 
He is in heaven ! 

AliBBBT [stiU to OSOBIO]. 

But what if this same brother 
Had lived even so,* that at his dying hour 
The name of heaven would have convulsed his 

&ce 
More than the death-pang ? 

MAJtlA. 

Idly-prating man ! 
He was most virtuous, t 

* But what if he had a brother. 
Who had lived even so, &c. — Bemorse. 

t In the published Remorse this speech b assigned to 
Yaldez (Yelez), but in the following amplified form : — 

VaL Idly prating man I 

Thou hast guess'd ill ; Don Alvar's only brother 
Stands here before thee — a father's blessing on him ! 
He is most virtuous. 



74 on»io; 

LLBXBa [Ml to OBOBIO]. 

What if hia tctjt Tirtnes 
Had pamper*d his swoln heart, and made him 

proud P 
And what if pride had doped him into guilt. 
Yet rtill he etaUi'd, a ulfHsreated God, 
Not very bold, but excellently cunning ;• 
And one that at hia mother's looking-glasB, 
Would force his features to a frowning atenmeae F 
Young lord! I tell thee, that there are auch 

beings, — 
Yea, and it gives fierce merriment to the damn'd. 
To see these most proud men, that loathe mankind. 
At every stir and buzz of coward conadence. 
Trick, cant, and lie, moat whining hypocrites ! 
Away I away ! Now let me hear more mnsicf 

[Jtfunc tw before. 



• exqniutely eimuii 

t The fdlowing panage U here added is the pnUished 

[Mane agaiit]. 
Ter. Til atntng^, I tremble at mj own oonjectores 1 
But whatsoe'er it mean, I dare no longer 
Be present at theae lawlea myBteries, 
This dark provoking of the hidden Povera ! 
Already I aflVont — if not high Heaven — 
Yet Alvar*! menuny ! — Hark \ I make appeal 



A TBAaSDT. 7$ 



IXBBST. 



The spell is muttered — come, thou wandering 

shape, 
Who owu'st no master in an eye of flesh, 
Whatever be this man's doom, feir be it or foul. 
If he be dead, come quick, and bring with thee 
That which he grasp'd in death; and if he 

lives. 
Some token of his obscure perilous life. 

[^The whole orchestra crashes into one chorus.* 

Wandering demon ! hear the spell 
Lest a blacker charm compel ! 

[J. thv/nder-clwp. The incense on the altar takes 
fire suddenly.'] t 



Against th' unholy rite, and hasten henee 

To kneel hefore a lawfol shriHe, and seek 

That voice which whispers, when the still heart listens. 

Comfort and faithfxQ hope ! Let us retire. 

AU). {To Tebesa anxiously.) 
O ftill of faith and guileless love, thy spirit 
Still prompts thee wisely. Let the pangs of g^Ut 
Surprise the guilty : thou art innocent ! 

[Exeunt Tbbbsa cmd Attendant. 

* The whole music clashes into a Chorus. — Semorse, 

t The rest of this Act is entirely different in the published 
Bemorse, [See Appendix.'] 



This U lome trick — I know, it is ft trick. 

Yet my weak bncy, and these bodilj creepings, 

Would bin give Hubstance to the shadow. 

vKLEz [advancing to the aUar]. 

Hahl 
A picture! 

OQodI my picture? 

ALBEBT [gaemg at Masu. mth wild impatient 
dittreufidne*a\. 
Pale — pale — deadly pale I 

He gnwp'd it when he died. 

[She iwootu. AiiBKBT ruihet to her tmd svpportt 

Aer.] 



My lo¥e I my wife ! 
^le — pale, and cold ! My love ! my wife 1 Maria! 
[Telez u ai the aUar, Osobio remama near 
him in a Hale of gtupor.'] 

OBOBio [roiuing himsfif]. 
Where am I P 'Twaa a lazy chillineas. 



A TSAOBDT. 77 

TELBZ [taJces cmd eonceaU the pictv/re in Mb rohe\. 

This way, my son! She must not see this 

picture. 
Qo, call the attendants ! Life will soon ebb back ! 

[Yblbz amd Osobio Ucuoe the stage, 

ALBBBT. 

Her pulse doth flutter. Maria ! my Maria ! 

MABIA [recovering — looks rownd], 

I heard a yoice — ^but often in my dreams, 
I hear that voice, and wake ; and try, and try. 
To hear it waking — ^but I never could ! 
And 'tis so now — even so ! Well, he is dead, 
Murder'd perhaps ! and I am faint, and feel 
As if it were no painful thing to die ! 

ALBBBT [eagerhj]. 

Believe it not, sweet maid ! believe it not. 
Beloved woman ! 'Twas a low imposture 
Framed by a guilty wretch. 

MABIA. 

Ha ! who art thou ? 

ALBBBT [exceedingly agitatedly. 
My heart bursts over thee ! 



Didst Hum murder him P 
And dost thou now repent P Poor tnmbled mui ! 
I do forgive tiiee, and may HeaTen foi^ve thee ! 

ALBERT [atide]. 
Let me be gone. 

XAKU. 

If thou didst murder him, 
His spirit erer, at the throne of Ood, 
Asks mercy for thee, prays for mercy for thee, 
With team in heaven ! 



Albert was not murder' d. 
Tour foster-mother 



And doth she know aught P 



IXBBBT. 



She knows not aught — but haste thou to her 

cottage 
To-morrow early — bring Lord TelM with thee. 
There ye must meet me — but your serraiits come. 



A TSAOXDT. 79 

Nay — nay — but tell me ! 

[J pmu»~tken prenet her forehead. 
Ah I 'tis lost again I 
This dead confoeed pain I 

\_ApauBe — she gates at Axbirt. 
MystflriouB man ! 
Metliinka, I cannot fear thee — for thine eye 
Doth swim with pity — I will lean on thee. 

[JExemit Albbbt wad MuiiA. 

Be-enter Yblbz and OiOBio. 
TBI.XZ [tporHvely]. 
Yon shall not see the picture, till you own it. 



This mirth and raillery, sir ! beseem your age. 
I am content to be more serious.* 



Do you f.>iinTr I did not scent it from the first P 
An excellent scheme, and excellently managed. 

* The tmueiitMr bid here wHtton "anperatdtiaiiB," which 
ii nurked throng^ with ink, and the word in the text «ubBti- 
tntod, in an entarelj d^ra«nt hud, iqipBLTeDtl; that of 



Twin blow away ber donbto, and now she'll wed 

you. 
r&ith, the likeneae is moat admirable. 
I saw the trick— yet the§e old eyes grew dimmer 
With very foolish tears, it look'd so like faim 1 

OBOBIO. 

Where should I get her portrait P 

TBLKZ. 

Qet her portnut P 
Portrut? Tou mean the pictoiel At the 

punter's — 
No difficidty then — ^but that you lit upon 
A fellow that could play the sorcerer, 
With such a grace and terrible Diajesty, 
It was most rare good fortune. And how deeply 
He Beem'd to suffer when Maria swoon'd. 
And half made lore to her! I suppose you'll 

ask me 
Why did he BO ? 

oeOBiO [wiih (2eep tonet ofguppreaaed agitaiion]. 
Ay, wherefore did he so P 

▼ELXZ. 

Because you bade him — and an excellent thought ! 



A TSAaSDT. 81 

A mighty man, and gentle as he is mighty. 
He'll wind into her confidence, and rout 
A host of scruples-^come, confess, Osorio ! 

ososio. 

You pierce through mysteries with a lynx's eye. 
In this, your merry mood ! You see it all ! 

YBLBZ. 

Why, no ! — ^not all. I have not yet discovered, 
At least, not wholly, what his speeches meant. 
Pride and hypocrisy, and guilt and cunning — 
Then when he fix'd his obstinate eye on you. 
And you pretended to look strange and tremble. 
Why — ^why — ^what ails you now ? 

osoBio [vrU^ a etwpid stare]. 

Me ? why ? what ails me P 
A pricking of the blood — ^it might have happen'd 
At any other time. Why scan you me ? 

YBLBZ [clajpping him on the shoulder]. 

'Twon't do — ^etwon't do— I have lived too long in 

the world. 
His speech about the corse and stabs and 

murderers. 



88 oeoBio: 

Had reference to the Mwuffrnni in the picture : 
That I made out 

080SI0 [wUk afranUe 0ageme$$]. 

Aflsassins ! what assassms ? 



Well acted, on m j life ! Yonr curioBity 
Bnns open-mouth'd, rayenons as winter wolf. 
I dare not stand in its way. 

^He shows OsoBio the pidwre. 



ososio. 



Daped — duped — duped ! 
That yillain Ferdinand ! {addeJ] 

YSLBZ. 

Duped — duped — not L 
As he swept by me 

OSOBIO. 

Ha ! what did he say ? 

YBLBZ. 

He caught his garment up and hid his fa/cie. 
It seem'd as he were struggling to suppress- 



A TRACKBBT. 83 

OSOBIO* 

Aliera^h! a laugh! O hell! be^lsoglifrat m^!' 

TELBZ. 

It heaved his chest more like a Yiol^t flob. 

OSOBIO. 

A choking laugh f 

[A pa/use — then very^ vnldhf, 

I tell thee, mj dear &.ther ! 

I am most glad of this ! 

TELBZ. 

Glad ! — ay — ^to be sure. 

OSOBIO. 

I was benumb'd, and stagger'd up and down 
Thro' darkness without light — dark — dark — 

dark— 
And eyery inch of this my flesh did feel 
As if a cold toad touch'd it ! "Sow 'tis sunshine. 
And the blood dances freely thro' its channels ! 

[Jffe turns off — then (to himself) mimicking 
FBBDiKAifn's mcmnerJ] 
" A common trick of gratitude, my lotd t 
Old gratitude ! a dagger would dissect 
His own full heart," 'twere good to see its tolour ! 



84 ososto : 

TELXZ [looking uifentiy at the picture]. 
Calm, 7et conunuidiiig ! how he barree his breast, 
Yet still they staod with dim unoertain looks, 
As penitence had run before their crime. 
A crime too black for aught to follow it 
Save blasphemoos despair ! See tku man's foce — 
With what a difficult toil he drt^ his sool 
To do the deed. 

[Then to OsoBio. 
this was delicate flattery 
To poor Maria, and I lore thee for it ! 

080BI0 [in a aloto voice loith a reasoning laugh]. 
Love — love — and then we hate — and what ? and 

wherefore ? 
Hatred and lore. Strange things ! both strange 

alike! 
What if one reptile sting another reptile. 
Where ia the crime ? The goodly &ce of Hatnre 
Hath one trail less of slimy filth upon it. 
Are we not all predestined rottenness 
And cold dishonour P Grant it that this hand 
Had given a morsel to the hungry worms 
Somewhat too early. Where's the guilt of this ? 
That this must needs bring on the idiotcy 
Of moist-eyed penitence — 'tie like a dream ! 
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YELBZ. 

Wild talk, my cliild ! but thy excess of feeling ' 

[Turns off from Osobio. 
Sometimes, I fear, it will xmliiiige liis brain ! 

OSOBIO. 

I kill a man and lay him in the sun, 
And in a month there swarm from his dead body 
A thousand — ^nay, ten thousand sentient beings 
In place of that one man whom I had kill'd. 
Now who shall tell me, that each one and all. 
Of these ten thousand lives, is not as happy 
As that one life, which being shoved aside 
Made room for these ten thousand ? 

VBLEZ. 

Wild as madness ! 

OSOBIO. 

Come, fetter ! you have taught me to be merry. 
And merrily we*U pore upon this picture. 

VBLBZ [holding the picture before osobio]. 

That Moor, who points his sword at Albert's 
breast 



OSOBIO [abntplly], 
A tioder.heMi«(l, scmpoloas, gixtofd TjQwn, 
Whom I irill Btnngle ! 

TBLBZ. 

And these otlier two 

080BI0. 

Dead — dead already ! — irii&t care I for the dead ? 

The heat of brain and joxa too strong affoction 
For Albert, fighting irith yoar other passion, 
Unaettle yon, and give reality 
To these jonr own contnTings. 

OSOBIO. 

Is it so? 
Yon see through all things with your penetration. 
Now I am calm. How &reB it with Maria ? 
ilj heart doth ache to see her. 

VBLBZ. 

Nay— defer it ! 
Defer it, dear Osorio ! I will go. 

lEurU Velbz. 
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OSOBIO. 

A rim of the sun lies yet upon the sea — 
And now 'tis gone ! all may be done this night ! 

[Enter a Sebtant. 

0SOB19. 

There is a man, once a Moresco chieftain, 
One Ferdinand. 

Sbbyant. 

He lives in the Alpuxarras, 
Beneath a slate rock. 

OSOBIO. 

Slate rock P 

Sebtant. 

Yes, my lord ! 
K you had seen it, you must have remembered 
The flight of steps his children had worn up it 
With often clambering. 

OSOBIO. 

Well, it may be so. 

SEBVANT. 

Why, now I think on't, at this time of the year 
'Tis hid by vines. 



88 O0OBIO: 

O0OBIO [in a mMtiering voice]. 

The caTem — aj — the ca^em. 

He cannot £eu1 to find it. 

[To ike Sebtakt. 

Where art going ? 

Ton most delirer to this Ferdinand 

A letter. Stay till I have written it. 

[ExU ike Sebtakt. 

080BI0 [aUme']- 

The tongue can't stir when the month is fiU'd 

with monld. 
A little earth stops np most eloquent mouths, 
And a square stone with a few pious texts 
Cut neatly on it, keeps the earth down tight. 

Scene changes to the space before the cagUe. 
FBAKCXEk:;o and a Spy. 

IHLAKCXSCO. 

Yes ! jes ! I have the key of all their liyes. 
If a man fears me, he is forced to love me. 
And if I can, and do not rain him, 
He is fast boimd to serve and honour me ! 

[Albert enters from the casUe, and is crossing 
the stage,"] 
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Spy. 

There — ^there— your Beverence! That is the 
sorcerer. 

[Fbakcbsco runs up wnd rudely catches hold 
of Albbbt. Albebt dashes him to the earth. 
Fbancbsco a/nd the Spy make cm uproar^ amd (he 
servants rush from out the easHe.'] 

FBANCBSCO. 

Seize, seize and gag him ! or the Church curses 

you! 

[The servwrds seize a/nd gag Albbbt. 

Ejiier Yblez amd Osobio. 

osoBio [aside']. 
This is most lucky ! 

FBANCESGO [vMvrticutate with rage]. 

See you this, Lord Velez ? 
Good eyidence have I of most foul sorcery. 
And in the name of Holy Church command you 
To giye me up the keys — ^the keys, my lord ! 
Of that same dungeon-hole beneath your castle. 
This imp of hell — but we delay enquiry 
Tin to Granada we have conyoy'd him. 



90 OBOBio: 

OBOBio [to tlte iervanit]. 
Why baste joa aotF Qo, Qj and dungeon him ! 
Then bring the keys and give them to his 
Eererence. 
[Z%^ tervanU hwrry off Ai.bsbt. Osokio goei 
vp to Fbaitcesco, atid poiating at Albsbt.] 

oaoBio [«n^ a UngK]. 
" He that can bring the dead to Hfe again." 

vkahcxsco. 
WhatF did you hear it P 

OBOBIO. 

Tes, and plann'd this scheme 
To bring conviction on him. Ho ! a wizard. 
Thought I — but Where's the proof! I plann'd 

this scheme. 
The scheme has answer'd — we hare proof enough. 

FKAHCEBCO. 

My lord, your pious policy astounds me. 
I trust my honest zeal — — 

080BI0. 

Nay, rererend father ! 
It has but raised my veneration for you. 
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But 'twould be well to stop all intertalk 
Between my senrants and this child of darkness. 

FBAJ^CJiSCO. 

My lord ! with speed TU go, make swift return, 
And humbly re-deliver you the keys. 

[ExU Fbancbsco. 

osoBio [alone]. 

"The stranger, that lives nigh, still picking 

weeds." 
And this was his friend, his crony, his twin- 
brother ! 
O ! I am green, a very simple stripling — 
The wise men of this world make nothing of me. 
By Heaven, 'twas well contrived ! And I, forsooth, 
I was to cut my throat in honour of conscience. 
And this tall wizard — ho ! — ^he was to pass 
For Albert's friend ! He luith a trick of his 

manner. 
He was to tune his voice to honey'd sadness. 
And win her to a transfer of her love 
By lamentable tales of her dear Albert, 
And his dear Albert! Tea, she would have 

loved him. 
He, that can sigh out in a woman's ear 



92 osomio. 

Sad recoQectKHia of ber periah'd lorer. 

And Bob and miile »itli fuuiiig vympathj. 

And, now and then, aa if b; acodeot. 

Pom his month close enoogfa to tooch her cheek 

With timid lip, he takes the lorer's place, 

B^ takes hi§ place, for certain ! Dnaky rogae. 

Were it not aport to wlumper with tbj mistress, 

Then steal aw&j and roll upon mj gtsfe. 

Tan tl>7 odes shook with langhter? Blood! 

bloodi Uood! 
Tbflj want thy blood ! thy blood, Osorio ! 



£in> or Act tsx Thikd. 



ACT THB'FOUETH. 

Scene the Fibst. — A cavern^ dark eastf&pt where 
a gleam qf moanMgbt iifi seen ,<m one: sidejof ihe 
fmOkenf mi of Uf.iV(pp08ed fo M oQstson it Jfiom a 
^rmuMj in Orpart ofihe,p(W.em lOut of eight. 

, . Febpixtand ahne^g/jfi extingmehedjorch in hie 

ha/nd, 

FEBDINAKD. 

Drip I dripl drip l.djip l-rr^isiiBb apl9^ 9^ this 
^^.ll9>Sr^u>tb^ig else tp 4o 1)^t drip I drip ! drip ! 
I wish it had not dripp'd upon my.rtiQrch.* 
•Fai^ 'twita a ^lOTiiig latter--T^ryi moving ! 
JQ^ Jiifei.iQ,4aa?^rT^ng pla^ but this. 
>TwaBhifltumnowtotaJk^fgl^titude! 

* These are the identical lines which furnished Sheridan 
with his £unons joke at the poefs expense. Coleridge's dis- 
avowal of their existence in the preface to the first edition 
of Memorse (see Appendix), shows remarkable f orgetfol- 
ness, if not disingennonsness. Of course it is needless to 
observe that they entirely disappear in the published play, 
and the Act opens with thd line wMch stands here as the 
fourth. 



And yet — but do t there can't be such a Tillain. 
It cannot be ! 

l^iankB to that little cranny* 
Which leta the moonligbt inl I'D go and sit 

by it. 
To peep at a tree, or see a he-goat'a beard, 
Or hear a cow or two breathe loud in their aleep, 
'Twere better than this dreary noise of water- 
dropalt 
[He goes out of eight, oppotUe to the jmtck of 
moontigJd, reiwme after a minufe** elapse in an 
ecstasy of fear.'] 

A helliBh pit I O Glod — ^'tis like my night-mare !1 
I was just in ! — and those danin'd fingers of ice 
Which dotch'd my hair up ! Ha ! what'e that ? 
it moved I 
[FxBDiirAJTD liands staritig at another reeets in 
the eavom. In the meantime Obobio enten with a 
torch and hoUas to him.J 

* emioe [and m rIm Id ttw Bt«g«-diredi<m above]. — 

t Any tluDg bnt tUs crash of water-dropB ! 

Theee dnU abortlre wonds, that fret tiie nlance 
With pnn; thwartdngi and mock oppomtioil 1 
So beatt the death-watch to a sick man's ear. — Ih. 
t AhelHahjHl/ The verj Mine I dreamt of!— 7i. - 
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FEBDINAND. 

I swear, I saw a something* moving there ! 

The moonshine came and went, like a flash of 

lightning. * 

I swear, I saw it move ! 

[OsoBio goes into the recess, then retwrns, and 
with greed scorn,"] 

OSOBIO. 

A jutting clay-stone 
Dripsf on the long lank weed that grows beneath ; 
And the weed nods and drips. 

FBBDINAND [foTclng a faint laugh"], 

A joke to laugh at ! 
It was not that which frighten'd me, my lord ! 

OSOBIO. 

What frighten'd you ? 

FEBDINAND. 

You see that little cranny ? J 

• I swear that I saw something. — Semorse. 
t Drops. — Ih. 
X Thus in Memorse : — 

Isid, {forcing a laugh faintly^ A jest to laugh at ! 
It was not that which scared me, good my lord. 
Ord^ What scared you then ? 
IHd, Tou see that little reft ? 



But first permit me, 

ILigUt Au torch at Obobio'b, and while lighting it, 

A lighted torch in the hand 
Ib no tmpleaaant object here— one's breath 
Floats round the flame, and makes as Taamj 

colours 
As the thin clouds that travel near the moon. 
Tou see that crumy there ? 

OSOBIO. 

Well, what of that? 

FKBDnrAKD. 

I walk'd up to it, meaning to sit there. 

When I had reach'd it within twenty paces 

[FBaniNAND Btarit as tf he /eU the terror over 
again.^ 
Merciful Heavenl Do go, in; lord ! and look. 

[Osoaio goet and rehmu. 



It must have shot some pleasant feelings thro' 
youf* 

* Tou aee that crerioe thoe f 

Mj torch eitinguub'd by theM mter drops. 

And nuAiiig that the moonlight came from thence. 
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FBBDIKAND. 

If eyeiy atom of a dead man's flesli 

Should moYe,* each one with a particular 

life, 
Yet all as cold as ever — 'twas just so ! 
Or if it drizzled needle-points of frost 
Upon a feyerish head made suddenly bald — 

osoBio [interrv^iing him]. 
Why, Ferdinand ! I blush for thy cowardice. 

I stept in to it^ meaning to sit there ; 

But scarcely had I measured twenty paces — 

My body bending forward, yea overbalanced 

Almost beyond recoil, on the dim brink 

Of a huge chasm I stept. The shadowy moonshine 

Filling the Void so counterfeited Substance^ 

That my foot hung aslant adown the edge. 

Was it my own fear P 

Fear too hath its instincts t 
And yet such dens as these are wildly told of, 
And there are Beings that live, yet not for the eye — 
An arm of firost above and from behind me, 
Fluck'd up and snatch'd me backward. MerciM Heaven t 
Tou smile ! alas, even smiles look ghastly here ! 
My lord, I pray you, go yourself and view it. 

Ord. It must have shot some pleasant feelings througli 
you. — Remorse. 

• Should creep. — Ih. 

H 



It would have startlad taj nun, I grant thee. 
But ttteh a panic* 



When a boy, my lord ! 
I oould have sat whole hotm beside that chasm, 
Puih'd in huge stones and heard them thump 

andrattlef 
Against its horrid sides ; and hung my head 
Low down, and llsten'd till the heavy fragments 
Sunk, with &int Bpla0fa,t in that still groaning 

well, 
Which never thirsty pilgrim blest, which never 
A living thing came near ; unless, perchance. 
Some blind-worm battens§ on the ropy mould. 
Close at its edge. 

OBORIO. 

Art thou more coward now P 

* In Bemorn tbe above speech atauds Uuu : — 
Ord. {imiemtpUng iini.) Why laidai^ 
1 bliuh far thy cowardioe. It might liftve sUrtUd, 
I grant yon, even a broM man for a moment — 
Bnt inch a panic 

f itrike and ratUe. — .BmtorH. 

t with foint mah.—Ib. 

S fatten).— /£. 
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Call him tliat feors his lellow-men a coward. 
I fear not ixian. But this inhnman catem 
It were too bad a prison-house for goblinjs. 
Besides Cf^u'll laugh,* my lord!) but tm^ it is-, 
My last night's sleep was very sorely haunted 
By what had pass'd between Us in the morning. 
I saw you in a tiioUsand hideoua wayih^ 
And dozed and started, dozed again and stiyrted.. 
I do entreat your lordship to b^eye me,t 
In my last drea m 

OSOBIO. 

WeU? 

FEBDINAKD. 

I was in the act 
Of falling down that chasm, when Alhadra 
Waked me. She heard my heart beat t 

OSOBIO; 

Skaaig<d enough! 
Had you been here before ? 

• you'll 8mile.«-JS0morM. 

t I saw yoci in a thoiuand feaHb! shapes, - 
And I entreat your 



100 .'OIOBIO : 

rtMDXMiXB. 

Never, mj lord ! 
Bat mj fljM.do not ue it now more clearly 
Than in mj dream I nv tlut terj chasm. 

[Obouo atandt in a. deep tbtdi/ — then, afier e 
fame.} 

OSOBIO. 

There i* no reaion wAy it Bhoald be so. 
And jet it w.* 



What iB, my lordP 

080BI0. 

UnpleasfUtt 
To kill a man ! 

rsKDnrAiis. 
Ezc^t in aelMe&nce. 

OBOBIO. 

Wliy that* B my case : and yet 'tis still unpleasant. 
At least I find it so ! But yon, perhaps. 
Hare stronger nerres F 

* I lowv ant why it ibonld be ! 7«t it it. — Stmorte. 
t Abbonant fi«m our nature, — Ih, 
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7BBDINAND. 

Something doth trouble you. 
How can I serve you P* By the life you gave me. 
By all that makes that life of value to me. 
My wife, my babes, my honour, I swear to you, 
Ifame it, and I will toil to do the thing. 
If it be innocent ! But this, my lord ! 
Is not a place where you could perpetrate, 
"SOf nor propose a wicked thing. The darkness 
(When ten yards off, we know, 'tis cheerfal 

moonlight) 
Collects the guilt and crowds it round the heart. 
It must be innocent. 

OSOBIO. 

Thyself be judge. 
[OsoBio walka rotmd the c(wem — then looking 
rownd t^.] 
One of our &mily knew this place well. 

FBBDINAND. 

Who? when? my lord. 



* Ord. Why that* s my case ! and yet the soul recoils 
from it — 
'Tis so with me at least. Bat you, perhaps, 
Have sterner feelings ? 

laid. Something troubles you. 

How shall I serve yon ? — Bemorae. 



OWWIO. 

WlMt boota it lAo or whenP 
B«ag vp tli6 tondi. I'll tell his tale to Aee. 

OBOBIO. 

He ma a man different from other meiL, 
And he deepiaed them, ;et revered himeelf. 

nBDQiAirs.t 
VhatP hewMnutdP 

080BI0. 

All meD eeem'd mad to him. 
Their aetioiu D<Hsome foil;, and their talk — 
A gooee's gabble wu more mosicaLt 
. Katore had made him for some other planet. 
And presa'd hia soul into a homan ahape 
By accident or malioe. In thia vorld 
He found no fit companion I 

■ «■ «MM ridg» M tit eoMm.] — Stmortt. 
f Fardinand'i (Isdoie'i) ipeech U unplifled in Stmom : — 
Ai4. (onib.) 

Hef 2b da*piiedF Ihoa'rt ipeakingof tb7>elf! 

I am OD m; gomid however : no (nrpriie. 

C<*«i to OanoNio.) 

What he wu mad ? 
{ nu abore two lines are omitted in Bemorie. 
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FBBBIHAITD.* 

Ahy poor wretch ! 
Madmen are mostlj proud. 

OSOBIO. 

He walk'd alone. 
And p]iantasies,t unsoaglit for, troubled him. 
Something within would still be shadowing out 
All possibilities, and with these shadows 
His mind held dalliance. Once, as so it happened, 
A fsmcy cross'd him wilder than the rest : 
To this in moody murmur, and low YOice, 
He yielded utterance, as some talk in sleep. 

The man who heard him 

Why didst thou look round ? 

FBBDnrAND. 

I have a prattler three years old, my lord ! 
In truth he is my darling. As I went 
From forth my door, he made a moan in sleep- 
But I am talking idly — ^pray go on ! % 
And what did this man ? 

• Of himself he speaks. 

Alas! poor wretch! — B&morse. 

t And phantom thoughts. — lb. 
X pray proceed. — lb. 






K 



wok hii hxaam hand 
He gare a being and reality* 
To that wild tajicj of a possible thing. 
Well it WM done. 

[Then very midly. 
Why babblest thon of goilt F 
The deed mm done, and it pau'd ^irlj off. 
And he, irhose ti^ I tell thee — dost tbtra listen? 

rXBDISAirD. 

I wonld, my lord, yon were by my fireside 1 
rd listen to yon with an e^er eye, 
Tho' you began this doady tale at midnight. 
But I do listen — pray proceed, my lord ! 



He of whom yon tell the tale — 



Snrreying all things with a quiet scorn 
Tamed himself down to liring purposes, 

* He g»« ft labatatioe ud rcUit;,— j;««i<irn. 
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The occupations and the semblances 
Of ordinary men— and such he seem'd. 
But that some over-ready agent — he — 



FEBDIKAND. 

Ah ! what of him, my lord ? 

OSOBIO. 

He proved a villain ; 
Betra/d the mystery to a brother villain ;* 
And they between them hatched a damned plot 
To hunt him down to infamy and death 
To share the wealth of a most noble family, 
And stain the honour of an orphan lady 
With barbarous mixture and imnatural union.t 
What did the Velez ? I am proud of the name, 
Since he dared do it. 

[OsoBio grasps his sword cmd twms off from 
Febdinand, then, after a pause, retwrnsJi 

OSOBIO. 

Our links bum dimly. 

• He proved a traitor. 
Betrayed the myBtery to a hToihertnitor, -^Memorse, 
t The above three lines are omitted in Retnorse^ 



A dork tale daiU^ finnh'd ! JHhj, my lord ! 
TeU what he did. 

D80KI0 Ifiercdy]. 
That which hii wisdom prompted. 
He made the traitor meet him in tlus cavem. 
And here he kill'd the traitor. 



No !— the fool. 
He had not wit enoogh to be a traitor. 
Poor thick-eyed beetle ! not to hare foreseen 
That he, who gnll'd thee with a whimpered lie 
To mnrder hia oton brother, would not Bcmple 
To mnrder thee, if e'er his guilt grew jealons, 
And he conld steal npon thee in the dark ! 

Thou woold'st not then have come, if 

TXBDtKAHD. 

O yea, my lord ! 
I would have met him arm'd, and scared the 
coward! 
[TeKDnrAHD throwi off hit robe, diowB himte^ 
armed, and drawt hit noord.'] 
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080BI0. 

Now this is excellent, and warms the blood ! 
Mj heart was drawing back, drawing me back 
With womanish pxdes of pity. Dusky slave. 
Now I will kiU thee pleasantly, and count it* 
Among my comfortable thoughts hereafter. 

FSBDIKASTD. 

And all my little ones fatherless ! Die thou first. 

[TTieyfigM. Osobio disarms Febdinahtd, and in 
disarming hvm^ throws his sword wp that recess^ 
opposite to which they were standing J\ 

FBBixiNAKD [springing wUdly towards Osobio]. 
Still I can strangle thee ! 

OSOBIO. 

Nay, fool ! stand off. 
m kill thee — ^but not so ! Go fetch thy sword. 

[Febdinand hvnries into the recess with his 
torch. Osobio .follows him, and in a moment 
refmms alone,'] 

• ' I II MM ■ ■■ I ■ MB^ W—^B^— — P^«^^— ^■^■■ ■■III II ■ pi ■■IIM^ .. 

* My heart was drawing back, drawing me back 

Witb weak and womanish scruples. Now my Vengeance 

Beckons me onwards with a Warrior's mien. 

And claims that life my pity robVd her of — 

Now will I kill thee, thankless slave, and connt it, &c. 



OSOBIO. 

Nov — this ma luck 1 Ko blood-trtuua, no dead 

body! 
Hifl dream, too, is m&de ont. How for his Mend. 

{Exit* 

ScCRi ehcm^ to the court h^oro the Castle of 
Telxe. 

t Mabu and her Fobtib-Motheb. 



And when I heard that yon desired to see me, 
I thought your business was to tell me of him. 

* Obdohio followt AiBi; a lomd ay (^ "TraUor! 
XiHuler t" it itard from tia eavgm, and in a moment 
Obdokio rttnnu alont. 

Ord. I h&re hnrl'd him down tbe chum! Tieaaon for 

Be dreamt of it ; henceforward let liim sleep, 

A dreamleM ileep, from which no wife oui wake him. 

Bit dream too ia made out — Now for Mb friend. 

[Exit OxDoino. 

— Bemom. 

t Tbe wbole of tbii soena between Maris and her foiter- 

mother wu omitted ai unfit fbr tbe stage in the acted 

Memorte, but nai afterwsrdg, with tbe exception of the fint 

two ipeecbe*, printed in an appendix to the third edition 
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FOSTSB-MOTHBB. 

I never saw the Moor,* whom you describe. 

MABIA. 

*Tis strange ! he spake of youf familiarly 
As mine and Albert's common foster-mother. 

I FOSTEB-M OTHBB. 

Now blessings on the man, whoe'er he be, 

That join'd your names with mine ! my sweet 

lady. 
As often as I think of those dear times 
When you two little ones would stand at eve. 
On each side of my chair, and make me learn 
AU you had learnt in the day ; and how to talk 

(1813). All of it but the first Rpeech originally appeared, 
under the title of "The Foster-Mother's Tale; a Dramatic 
Fragment," as one of Coleridge's contribuWns totheZyrtca^ 
Ballads, 1798, and continued to appear there, with some 
further omission as regards the opening part, in the later 
editions of 1800, 1802, and 1805. Cottle in his Earhf EecoU 
lections of Coleridge (Lond., 1837, vol. I., pp. 234, 235), 
prints a version of it, with some slight variations, from a 
copy in Coleridge's own writing, given to him by the poet in 
the summer of 1797. 

* I never saw the man. — Lyrical Ballads, 1798. 

t 'Tis said he spake of you. — Afpiksiz to Bemorss. 

X Cottle's version opens here. 



In gcmtk phrue, tbco bid me nng to 70a, 
1^ more lii™ hsKTen to eoine, tluii iihat luu 
beeni 

1117 dear mother ! thia strange man has left me 
Wilder'd with wilder &iicieB than jon moan* 
Keeda in the love-sick maid — who gasea at it 
Tm lost in inward rision, with wet eje 
She gaiee idly 1 f But that entrance, mother ! t 



Can no one hear P It is a perilous tale ! 
No one. 



My hnsband'a &ther told it me. 
Poor old Leoni.§ Angela rest his aonl 1 
He was a woodman, and could fell and saw 

* TroMei with wilder &neia Uiaii the nwHt. — ZjrriMl 
BaUadt (179S) ind Cottl^i vtnum. 

t In the later editdoni <tf the Jijrical Ballad* Oie pre- 
Tunu part ii oitiltted, and the acene opens here. 

X BntOtatenbance, Sdma. AprxXDixto Samorte.vhen 
the prerioD* part of thU speech is omitted. 

{ Poor old Senna.— Armuz to Etmortt. 
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With Instj arm. You know that huge round 

beam 
Which props the hanging wall of the old chapel ? 
Beneath that tree, while yet it was a tree, 
He found a habj wrapt in mosses, lined 
With thistle-beards, and such small locks of 

wool 
As hang on brambles. Well, he brought him 

home. 
And rear'd him at the then Lord Yelez' cost. 
And so the babe grew up a pretty boy. 
A pretty boy, but most unteachable — 
And neyer learnt a prayer, nor told a bead, 
But knew the names of birds, and mock'd their 

notes. 
And whistled, as he were a bird himself. 
And all the autumn 'twas his only play 
To get the seeds* of wild flowers, and to plant 

them 
With earth and water on the stumps of trees. 
A Mar who gather'd simples in the wood, 
A grey-hair'd man — ^he loved this little boy. 
The boy loved him — ^and, when the friar taught 

him, 

* To gather seeds. — Afpskpiz to Memor*e, 



He Kran could write with the pen; aod bant tbak 

Ur«d chiefly aX the eounatt «r the octle. 

80 he becvne s vtaj teamed jonth.* 

Bat O! poor wietehf — he md, and read, and 

nad. 
^n hia brain tnni'd — and ere his twcmtieth year, 
pj had nnlawfal thrnigtifai of manj things. 
And thoo^ he pisj'd, Ik nerer loTed to piaj 
With hi^ men, nor in a holy phtoe. 
Bat yet his speedi, it was bo soft and Bweet, 
The late Lord Velea ne'er was wearied with him. 
And once as by the north aide of the <^pel 
They atood together, chain'd in deep disooaree. 
The earth heaved under them with such a groan. 
That the vail totter'd. and had well-nigh &U'n 
Kght on thdr heads. Hy lord waa sorely 

frighten'd ; 
A fever seised him ;{ and he made a coiife8sion§ 

* Bo he became » Tei7 leuned man. — Cettl^i vertio*. 
80 be became a rare and learned jontb. — Apfshdiz to 



t Bnt ! poor jonth.— CM<Ia'( vtnion. 

{ a fever eeiied tbe jontb. — lb. 

i be made confoeiion. — CoUla, ArswuDlx to StwtorM, 
and I^fricai Batladt. The iniertion of the article in tbe 
text waM probably u error of the tianicciher. 
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Of all the heretical and lawless talk 

Which brought this judgment : so the youth was 

seized 
And cast into that hole.* My husband's father 
Sobb'd like a child — ^it almost broke his heart. 
And once as he was working in the cellar,t 
He heard a voice distinctly ; 'twas the youth's, 
Who sung a doleful song about green fields, 
How sweet it were on lake or wild savannah 
To hunt for food, and be a naked man. 
And wander up and down at liberty. 
He always doted on the youth, and now 
His love grew desperate ; and defying death. 
He made that cunning entrance I described : 
And the young man escaped. 

MABIA. 

'Tis a sweet tale : 
Such as would lull a listening child to sleep, 
His rosy face besoU'd with unwiped tears. 
And what became of him ? 

FOSTEB-MOTHBB. 

He went on shipboard 



* And cast into that den. — ^Appindix to £emor*e 
t working near this dungeon. — lb. 
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With th'>3e bold TOTrngen, who made disooreTy 
Of golden lands ; Leoni's* joanger brother 
Went likewiae, mnd when he letnm'd to Spain, 
He told Leoni* that the poor mad jcrath. 
Soon after thej arrrred in that new world. 
In gpite of his dissoasion adzed a boat. 
And all alone set sail b j silent moonlight. 
Up a great rirer, great as anj sea. 
And ne'er was heard of more ; but *tis siq>po8ed 
He lired and died among the saTage men.t 



* SesiDA. — ^Apthvdix to ltewH>r9e, 

t Here ends The Foiter-MotJker's Tale as giren in the 
Lyrical BaUads, in the Appendix to JS^aiorse, and in Cottle's 
MeeolleHioma. In the published Rewmrwe the entrance of 
Valdes (Velez) is preceded bj the following solaliqnj of 
Teresa (Maria) :— 

SCEXB n. 

The Sea Coast. 

Ter. Heart-chilHng Snperstitkm ! thoa canst g^aae 
Eren Pity's eye with her own firoxen tear. 
In vain I urge the tortores that await him ; 
Eren Selma, rererend guardian of my childhood. 
My secoM mother, shuts her heart against me ! 
Well, I hare won from her what most iuiports 
The present need, this secret of the dnngeon 
Known only to herself. — A Moor ! a Sorcerer ! 
No, I have &ith, that nature ne'er permitted 
Bas enes s to wear a form so noble. Trae, 
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Erder Yblbz. 

YlfLEZ. 

Still sad, Maria? This same wizard liaunts you. 

Christ ! the tortures that hang o'er his head, 
If ye betray him to these holy brethren !* 

YELEz [wWh a Mnd of sneer] . 

A portly man, and eloquent, and tender ! 
In truth, I shall not wonder if you mourn 
That their rude grasp sliould seize on siich a 
victim. 

1 doabt not, tbat Ordonio had subom'd him 
To act some part in some imholy fraud ; 

As little doabt, that for some unknown purpose 
He hath baffled his Suborner, terror-struck him. 
And that Ordonio meditates revenge! 
But my resolve is fix'd ! myself will rescue him» 
And learn if haply he know aught of Alvar* 

* In the published Semorse this speech is omitted, and 
the former speaker continues uninterruptedly : — 

Vol. Still sad, Tensa I Thili same wizard hkunts ^<M, 

A stately man, and'^oqnent and tender 

(with a$neer) 

Who then need wonder if a lady sighs 

Even at the thought of what these stem Dominicans — ^ 



The horror of their ghastly punishmentB 
Doth BO o'ertop the height of sympathy, 
That I should feel too little for mine enemy — 
Ah I 6a too little — if 'twere possible, 
I could feel more, even tho' my child or husband 
Were doom'd to suffer them !• That rach things 

TXLEZ. 

Hush ! thoughtless woman I 

HABIA. 

Nay — it wakes within me 
More than a woman's spirit. 

- TBLEZ [angrih/]. 

No more of this — 
I can endure no more. 

• Thm in Smtorn .— 

IW*. (mitk ioUm» indignaticm,) 
Tbe horror of their gbaatl; pnnishueiits 
Dotii ao o'ertop the height of oil oompaamon. 
That I should feel too little for mine enentf , 
If it were poeeible I could feel more. 
Even tbo' tbe deoreat inmates of oar household 
Were doosi'd to mSer them, Jj-c. 



A TBAOEDT. 117 



rOSTEB-MOTHBB. 



My lioiiotir'd master ! 
Lord Albert used to talk so. 

HABIA. 

Yes ! my mother ! 
These are my Albert's lessons, and I con them 
With more delight than, in my fondest hour, 
I bend me o'er his portrait. 

YELEZ \to the fosteb-motheb]. 

My good woman, 

You may retire. 

[Exit the Fosteb-Motheb. 

YELEZ. 

We have moum'd for Albert. 
Have I no living son ? 

MABIA. 

Speak not of him ! 
That low imposture — my heart sickens at it. 
If it be madness, must I wed a madman ?"* 

• Thns in Remorte : — 

VM, No more of this — 
What if Monyiedro or his creatures hear us ! 
I dare not listen to you. 
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And if not niii4lni»ag» thero itttmjitery. 
And goih doth In^k behind it ! 



Is this well? 

MABIA. 

Yes ! it is truth. Saw yon his oonntenanoe ? 
How imge, Temoise, and seom, and stn^d fear. 
Displaced each other with swift interohangee ?' 
If this were all assumed, as jon believe. 
He must needs be a most consnmmate actor ; 
And hath so yast a power to deceiye me, 
I nerer could be safe. And wh j assume 
The semblance of such execrable feelings ?* 

Ter» My honour'd lord 
lliese were my Abrar*! Ie8w>ns, uid whene'er 
I bend me o'er his portrait, I repeat them, 
As if to giTe a Yoioe to the mote Image. 

Vald^ We have moam'd for Alvar, 

Of hifl aad tahe there now remaiBs no doubt. 
Have I no other son P 

2Vr. Speak not of him ! 
That low impostnre ! That mysterious pictore ! 
If this be madnaMi» jic 

* For the last five lines of this speech the following 
twenty-five are substituted in the published Bemarse : — 

that I had indeed the sorcerer's power — 

1 would call up before thine eyes the image 
Of my betrothed Alvar, of thy first bom. 
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YELEZ. 

Ungrateful woman ! I Lave tried to stifle 
An old man's passion ! Was it not enough 
That thou hast made my son a restless man, 
Banish'd his health and half-unhinged his reason, 
But that thou wilt insult him with suspicion. 
And toil to blast his honour P I am old — 

His own fair countenance, his kingly forehead. 

His tender smiles, love's day-dawn on his lips ! 

That spiritual and almost heavenly light 

In his commanding eye — his mien heroic. 

Virtue's own native heraldry ! to man 

Gonial, and pleasant to lus guardian angel. 

Whene'er he gladden'd, how the gladness spread 

Wide round him ! and when oft with swelling tears, 

Flash'd through hy indignation, he hewail'd 

The wrongs of Belgium's martyr'd patriots. 

Oh, what a grief was there for Joy to envy. 

Or gaze upon enamoured ! 

O my father ! 

Becall that morning when we knelt together. 

And thou didst bless our loves ! O even now. 

Even now, my sire ! to thy mind's eye present him 

As at that moment he rose up before thee. 

Stately, with beaming look ! Place, place beside him 

Ordonio's dark perturbed countenance ! 

Then bid me (oh thou couldst not) bid me turn 

From him, the joy, the triumph of our kind ! 

To take in exchange that brooding man, who never 

Liits up his eye from the earth, unless to scowl. 



120 OSOBIO : 

A comfortless old man !* Thou shalt not stay 
Beneath my roof! 

[FiiANCBSCO erUera and aianda listening. 

YELEZ. 

Bepent and marry him — 
Or to the convent. 

* Here the ipeech of Valdez (Vdez) breaks off in Rewtorse, 
and 

** JBuier a pea9a$U arndpretenU a Utter to Valdsz. Yaildbz 

rwidimg it. 

** He darei not yentnre hither V* Why what can this mean ? 

" Lett the Fanuliars of the Inquisition, 

" That watch around my gates, should intercept him; 

" But he eo^jnres me, that without deUy 

*' I hasten to him — ^f or my own sake entreats me 

" To guard from danger him I hold imprisoned — 

" He will reveal a secret, the joy of which 

** Will even outweigh the sorrow," — Why what can this he ? 

Perchance it is some Moorish stratagem. 

To have in me an hostage for his safety. 

Nay, that they dare not ? Ho ! collect my servants ! 

I will go thither — let them arm themselves. 

[^Bxit Valdrz. 
Ter. (alone,) The moon is high in heaven, and all is 
hush'd. 
Tet anxious listener ! I have seem'd to hear 
A low dead thunder mutter thro' the night. 
As 'twere a g^iant angry in his sleep 
O Alvar ! Alvar ! that they could return," ^c. 
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FRANCESCO [fmiUering], 

Good ! good ! very good ! 

MARIA. 

Nay, grant me some small pittance of my fortune, 
And I will liye a solitary woman, 
Or my poor foster-mother and lier grandsons 
May be my liouseliold. 

FRANCESCO [advancing'}, 

I ablior a listener ; 
But you spoke so, I could not choose but bear you. 
I pray, my lord ! will you embolden me 
To ask you wby this lady doth prefer 
To live in lonely sort, without a Mend 
Or fit companion ? 

VELBZ. 

Bid her answer you. 

MARIA. 

Nature will be my friend and fit companion. 

[Turns off from them. 
O Albert ! Albert ! that they could return. 
Those blessed days, that imitated heaven ! 
When we two wont to walk at evening-tide ; 
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When we saw nought but beauty; when we 

heard 
The Yoice of that Almighty One, who loved us, 
In eyerj gale that breathed, and wave that 

. murmured ! 
O we have listened, even till high-wrought 

pleasure 
Hath half-assumed the countenance of grief; 
And the deep sigh seem'd to heave up a weight 
Of bliss, that press'd too heavy on the heart.* 

t FSAKCESCO. 

But in the convent, lady, you would have 
Such aids as might preserve you from perdition. 
There you might dwelL 

• The above ten lines are preserved in Semorse, where the 
speech of Teresa (Maria) is thus concladed : — 

(a pause. 
And this majestic Moor, seems he not one 
Who oft and long communing with my Alvar, 
Hath drunk in kindred lustre from his presence. 
And guides me to him with reflected light ? 
What if in yon dark dungeon coward treachery 
Be groping for him with envenom'd poignard — 
Hence womanish fears, traitors to love and duty — 
I'll free him. lExU Teeesa. 

t All the rest of this Scene is omitted in the published 
Semorse* 
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MA&IA* 

With tame and credulous fedth, 
Mad melancholy, antic merriment. 
Leanness, disquietude, and secret pangs ! 

God ! it is a horrid thing to know 

That each pale wretch, who sits and drops her 

beads 
Had once a mind, which might have given her 

wings 
Such as the angels wear ! 

FBANCESCO [atifUng his rage]. 
Where is your son, my lord? 

VBLESi. 

1 have not seen him, ^Either, since he left you. 

FBANCBSCO. 

His lordship's generous nature hath deceived him ! 

Hiat Ferdinand (or if not he his wife) 

I have fresh evidence — are infidels. 

We are not safe until they are rooted out. 

aCABIA. 

Thou man, who call'st thyself the minister 
Of Him whose law was love unutterable ! 
Why is thy soul so parch'd with cruelty, 
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That still thou thirstest for thy brother's blood ? 

YELBZ [rapidly]. 

Father ! I have long suspected it — ^her brain — 
Heed it not, &ther ! 

F&AJTCESCO. 

Nay — ^but I must heed it. 

MABIA. 

Thou miserable man ! I fear thee not, 

Nor prize a life which soon may weary me. 

Bear witness. Heaven ! I neither scorn nor hate 

him — 
But O ! 'tis wearisome to mourn for evils. 
Still mourn, and have no power to remedy ! 

\_Exit Mabia. 

FRANCESCO. 

My lord ! I shall presume to wait on you 
To-morrow early. 

VELEZ. 

Be it so, good father ! 

[Exit Fkancesco. 

VELEZ [alone], 
I do want solace, but not such as thine ! 
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The moon is high in heaven, and my eyes ache, 
But not with sleep. Well — ^it is ever so. 
A child, a child is bom ! and the fond heart 
Dances ! and yet the childless are most happy. 

Scene changes to the mountains by moonlight 
AiiHADBA alone in a Moorish dresSy her eyes fixed 
on the earth. Then drop in one after another, from 
different pa/rts of the stooge, a considerahle nvmber of 
Morescoes, all in their Moorish garments. They 
form a circle at a distance round Alhadba. After 
a pause one of the Morescoes to the man who stamds 
next to him.'] 

FIRST MOBESCO. 

The law which forced these Christian dresses on us, 
'Twere pleasant to cleave down the wretch who 
framed it. 

SECOND. 

Yet 'tis not well to trample on it idly. 

FIBST. 

Our country robes are dear. 

SECOND. 

And like dear friends. 
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Maj cbanoe to prore moft perQoiu istorjatrM.* 

A third Moraco, Naomi, adwrnee* Jrom ovt Ot» 
eirole,'] 

NAOMI. 

Woman t may Alia and the prophet bkaa thee ! 
We haTe obey'd thy call. Where is tmr dnrf f 
And why didst thou eiigoin the MooriAgazBMota? 

ALHADKA Rifling up her eyea, and Uioking rotmd 

on the cvrde]. 
Warrion of Mahomet, ftithfol in the bottle. 
My countrymen I Oome ye prepared to woA 
An honourable deed P And would ye work it 
In the ilave'a garb ? Curse on those Christian 

rolini t 
They are tpell-blaited ; a&d whoeror wears them. 
His arm shrinks wither* d, his heart melts away, 
And hit bones soften 1 

MAOJII. 

Wnere is Ferdinand p 
AtHASBA [in a d««p low voux]. 
This night I went from totih toy house, and left 



' Tlio four prwodlng tpcechea, bigetlier witli the last clanaa 
of th* prdlmiuTjr lUge dinctio&f, are omitted in Semorte. 
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His cliildren all asleep ; and he was living ! 
And I retum'd, and found them still asleep — 
But he had perish'd. 

ALL. 

Perished ? 

ALHADBA. 

He had perish'd ! 
Sleep on, poor babes ! not one of you doth know 
That he is fatherless, a desolate orphan ! 
Why should we wake them ? Can an infant's arm 
Eevenge his murder ? 

ONB to ANOTHEB. 

Did she say his murder ? 

NAOMI. 

Murder'd?" Notmurder'd? 

ALHABBA.. 

Murder'd by a <3hristianl 
[They cUl, at once, drra/w their sahres. 

AiiHADBA [to KAOMi, ^ho ou being addre^Bed agmn 
ad/vanceafrom the circle']. 

Brother of Zagri ! fling away thy sword : 
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This is thy chieftain's ! 

[He deps forward to take U. 
Dost thou dare receive it ? 
For I have sworn by Alia and the prophet, 
No tear shall dim these eyes, this woman's heart 
Shall heaye no gproan, till I haye seen that sword 
Wet with the blood of all the house of Yelez !* 

[Enter Maubice. 

ALL. 

A spy ! a spy ! 

[They seixe him, 

MAXJBICE. 

Off! off! unhand me, slaves! 
[After much struggling he disengages himself and 
draws his swordJ] 

NAOMI [to ALHADRA]. 

Speak ! shall we kill him ? 

MAT7BICE. 

Yes ! ye can kill a man, 
Some twenty of you ! But ye are Spanish slaves ! 
And slaves are always cruel, always cowards. 

ATiHAT)RA. 

That man has spoken truth. Whence and who 
art thou ? 

* Wet with the life-blood of the son of Valdez ! — Memorse^ 
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IfAUBICE. 

I seek a dear friend, whom for auglit I know 

The son of Velez hath hired one of you 

To murder ! Say, do ye know anght of Albert ? 

AT.HAT>RA [stoHing'}. 

Albert ? — ^three years ago I heard that name 
Murmnr'd in sleep ! High-minded foreigner I 
Mix thy revenge with mine, and stand among us. 
[Matjbice stands among the Morescoes, 

ALHADBA. 

Was not Osorio my husband's Mend? 

OLD MAN. 

He killed my son in battle ; yet our chieftain 
Forced me to sheathe my dagger. See — the point 
IsT)right, unrusted with the viUain's blood ! 

ALHADBA. 

He is your chieftam's murderer !• 

NAOMI. 

He dies by Alia ! 

* All the preceding part, from the entrance of Maurice, is 
omitted in £emor»e, and Alhadra continues <tfter a pause : — 
** Ordonio was your chieftain's murderer !** 

K 



ALL [drcfpiHg «M one Imw]. 

tT.tiintti. 
This night a reeking slave came mth loud pant, 
GftYe Ferdinand a letter, and departed. 
Swift as he came. Pale, with ijnquiet looks, 
He read the scroll. 



Ite purport F 

tT.TT*Yt at . 

Tee, I ask'd it. 
He aBswer'd me, " Albadra t thou art worthy 
A nobler secret ; hut I hare been &itl^nl 
To this bad man, and faithful I will be." 
He said, asd arm'd himself, and lit a torch ; 
Then kiae'd his children, each one on ite pillow, 
And hurried from me.* But I foUow'd him 
At distanee, till I saw him enter there. 

* The anlval of the il&Te, tiie mterraption of Hsnrioe, and 
thekiniiiKof thebabai, an all oii]itt«d in Etmom.when 
AJhadn nlstei brieflj :~ 

■TU* Dtg-btTon cUaftaln srm'd binielf 
And bmried from ma," jv. 
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NAOMI. 

The cayem ? 

ALHADBA. 

Yes — ^the mouth of yonder cayem. 
After a pause I saw the son of Yelez 
Eush by with flaring torch ; he likewise enter'd — 
There was another and a longer pause — 
And once, methought, I heard the clash of swords, 
And soon the son of Yelez reappeared. 
He flung his torch towards the moon in sport, 
And seem'd as he were mirthful! I .9i^9od 

listening 
Impatient for the footsteps of my husband ! 

MATTBICB. 

Thou called'st him ? 

ALHABBA. 

I crept into the cayem : 

'Twas dark and yery silent. 

[ThenwUcUy. 

What said'st thou ? 

No, no ! I did not dare call, Ferdinand ! 

Lest I should hear no answer. A brief while, 

Belike, I lost all thought and memory 

Of that for which I came ! After that pause. 
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God!» I heard & groan !— and follow'd it. 
And yet another groan — ^which guided me 
^to a Btraage recess — and there was light, 

A hideov* light I his torch lay on the ground — 
Ita flame burnt dimly o'er a chasm's brink. 

1 spake — and while I spalie, a feeble groan 
Came &om that chasm ! It was his last 1 his 

death groan 1 

HAUBICE. 

Comfort her, comfort her. Almighty Father !t 



I stood in nmmBginable trance 
And i^ny, that cannot be remember'd, 
LiBtening with horrid hope to hear a groan I 
But I had heard his last — my husband's death- 
groanl 

RAOMI. 

Haste! let us go!^ 

• O Heaven ! — Bemorn. 

t In JBmum'm it ii Nnomi wlio here interpoHea with 
" Comfort her. Alls." After which — 

All. Haate let ns seek the murderer 1 
J Haate ! let n» onward ! — Sesmrie. 
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ALHADBA. 

I look'd far down the pit. 

Mj sight was bounded by a jutting fragment, 

And it was stain'd with blood! Then first I 

shriek'd ! 

My eyeballs burnt ! my brain grew hot as fire ! 

And all the hanging drops of the wet roof 

Tum'd into blood. I saw them turn to blood ! 

And I was leaping wildly down the chasm 

When on the further brink I saw his sword, 

And it said, Vengeance ! Curses on my tongue ! 

The moon hath moved in heayen, and I am here, 

And he hath not had vengeance ! Ferdinand ! 

Spirit of Ferdinand ! thy murderer lives ! 

Away! away! 

[She rushes off, allfoUowin g 



End of thb Foxtbth Act. 



ACT TWE TTFTEL: 

ScBNB THE FlBstr. — THs Sea Shore. 
Naoici and a MoBssca,: . 

MOBVBCO. 

This imMmyiAm&ior ireaks of ttadetiff Tengeftsce. 

NAOMI. 

True ! but Francesco, the Inquisitor, 

Thou knoVst the bloodhound — 'twas a strong 

temptation. 
And when they pass'd within a mile of his house, 
We eould not curb them in. They swore by 

Mahomet, 

It were a deed of treacherjr to their breths-en 
To sail from Spain and lea?« tiiai mim uli^^ 

MOBESCO. 

Where is AlhadraP 

NAOMI. 

She moved steadily on 
Unswerving from the path of her resolve. 
Yet each strange object &[^d her eye: for-^^iirf 
Doth love to dally with fimtastic sha^es^-^ 
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And Biniling, like a sickly moralist, 
Gives some resemblance of her own concerns 
To the straws of chance, and things inanimate. 
I seek her here ; stand thou upon the watch. 

[ExU MOBESCO 

NAOMI {looking vndfuUy to the digta/nce], 

Stretch'd on the rock! It must be she— Alhadra! 
[Alhadba rises from the rock, wnd advaaees slowly , 

as if musing J] 

NAOMI. 

Once more, well met! what ponder'st thou ^o 
deeply? 

ATiHADHA. 

I scarce can tell thee ! For my many thoughts 

Troubled me, tiLl with blank and naked mind 

I only listened to the dashing billows. 

It see^L8 to me, I could have closed my ejea 

And waked without a dream of what has pass*d ; 

So well it counterfeited quietness. 

This wearied heart of mine ! 

NAOMI. 

'Tis thus by nature 
Wisely ordain'd, that so excess of sorrow 
Might bring its own cure ^th it. 
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▲LHADRA. 

Would to Heaven 
That it had brought its last and certain cure ! 
That ruin in the wood. 

NAOMI. 

It is a place 
Of ominous fame ; but 'twas the shortest road. 
Nor could we else have kept clear of the village. 
Yet some among us, as they scaled the wall, 
Mutter'd old rhyming prayers. 

ALHADBA. 

On that broad wall 
I saw a skull ; a poppy grew beside it, 
There was a ghastly solace in the sight ! 

NAOMI. 

I mark'd it not, and in good truth the night-bird 

Curdled my blood, even till it prick'd the heart. 

Its note comes dreariest in the fall of the year : 

[Looking rownd impatienG/y. 

Why don't they come ? I will go forth and meet 

them. 

[Exit Naomi. 

ALHADBA [cUone], 

The hanging woods, that touch'd by autumn 
seem'd 
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As the J were bloesoming knee of fiie and gold. 
The hanging woods, most lorelj in decay. 
The many eloods, the sea, the rode, the sands. 
Lay in the silent moonshine ; and the owl, 
(Strange! Tery strange!) the screech owl only 

waked. 
Sole Toioe, sole eye of all that world of beauty ! 
Why soch a thing am I ! Where are these men P 
I need the sympathy of human faces 
To beat away this deep contempt for all things 
Which quenches my revenge. Oh! — would to 

ASa 
The rayen and the sea-mew were appointed 
To bring me food, or rather that my soul 
Could drink in life from the uniyersal air ! 
It were a lot divine in some small skif^ 
Along some ocean's boundless solitude, 
To float for ever with a careless course, 
And think myself the only being alive ! 

[Naomi re-^nien. 

HAOMI. 

Thy children 

Childien? TF^om children P 

[A paiue^^ihen fiercely. 
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flonof Velez, 
This hath new-st^img my arm! Thou cow&rd 

To stupify a woman's heart with angoish, 
Till she forgot eyen that she was a mother ! 

[A naiae — enter apcurt of the Mobescobs; aaid 
from the opposite side of the stooge a Moorish 

Seaman.] 

moobish seaman. 

The boat is on the shore, the vessel waits. 
Your wives and children are already stow'd ; 
I left them prattling of the Barbary coast, 
Of mosques, and minarets, and golden crescents. 
Each had her separate dream ; but all were gay. 
Dancing, in thought, to finger-beaten timbrels ! 

{Enter Maurice and the rest of the Mobbscobs 
dragging in Fbakcbsco.] 

FBANCESCO. 

O spare me, spare me ! only spare my life ! 

AN OLD MAN. 

All hail, Alhadra ! O that thou hadst heard him 
When first we dragg'd him forth ! 

[Then turning to the hand. 
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Here ! in her presence 

[He adoancet with his tword as dboiti to kiU him. 
Uadkioz leaps in a/nd stands viih his dravm noord 
between Fbakcbboo and the Morkbcoxs.] 

XADSICII. 

Nay, but ye sliall not ! 

OLD MAN. 

Shall notP Hah? Shall not? 

KAHBIGS. 

What, an unami'd man ? 
A man that uerei wore a svord P A priest p 
It IB nnBoldJerly 1 I aay, ye shaJl not ! 

OLD KAN [turning to the hands']. 
He bears himself most lite im insolent Spaniard ! 

■UUBICB. 

And ye like dares, that hare destroy'd their 

master, 
But know not yet what freedom means ; how holy 
And jnst & thing it is ! He's a &ll'n foe ! 
Come, come, forgive him ! 

1J.L. 

Ko, by Mahomet ! 
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FRANCESCO. 

mercy, mercy ! talk to them of mercy ! 

OLD MAN. 

Mercy to thee ! No, no, by Mahomet ! 

MAUBICE. 

Nay, Maliomet taught mercy and forgiveness. 

1 am sure he did ! 

OLD MAN. 

Ha! Ha! Forgiveness! Mercy! 

MAUBICE. 

If he did not, he needs it for himself I 

ALHABSA. 

Blaspheming fool ! the law of Mahomet 
Was given by him, who framed the soul of man. 
This the best proof — it fits the soul of man ! 
Ambition, gloiy, thirst of enterprise, ' 
The deep aud stubborn purpose of revenge, 
With all the boiling revelries of pleasure — 
These grow in the heart, yea, intertwine their roots 
With its minutest fibres ! And that Being 
Who made us, laughs to scorn the lying faith. 



Whose puny preoepta, like a wall of aand, 
Woald etem the f\ill tide of predestdned Nature 1 

HAom {viho iumi toward tkasckbco wtf& hit 

tword.'] 
Speak 1 

AXL {to alhadba]. 

Speak 1 



Ib the mtirderer of joar daeftaia dead F 
Now aa God lireth, who hath auffer'd him 
To make my children orphans, none shall die 
Till I hare seen bis blood ! 

Off with him to the Teesel ! 

[J part of the Mobescoeb hurry him off."] 



The tiger, that with nnqneilch'd cruelty, 

Still thirsts for blood, leaps on the huuter'B spear 

TVith prodigal coura^. 'Tis not so with man. 



It is not BO, remember that, my Mends ! 
Cowards are crael, and the cmel cowards. 



A TBAOEDY. 148 

▲LHADBA. 

Scatter yourselves, take each a separate way, 
And move in silence to the house of Yelez. 

[Exeunt* 

Scene. — A Ihmgeon. 
Albebt [alone] irises slowly from a bed of reeds. 

ALBERT. 

And this place my fore&thers made for men If 
This is the process of our love and wisdom 
To each poor brother who offends against us — 
Most innocent, perhaps — and what if guilty p 
Is this the only cure P Merciful God ! 
Each pore and natural outlet shriveU'd up 
By ignorance and parching poverty. 
His energies roll back upon his heart. 
And stagnate and corrupt till changed to poison, 

* The whole of the above portion of the fifth act was 
omitted in the pnblished Semorse, where Act Y. opens with 
the Dungeon Scene. 

f And this place onr forefathers made for man ! — Lyrical 
Ballads (1798). 
my forefathers made for man ! — Remorse, 
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Tbe^ break out on him like & loathsome pla^e- 

spot I 
Then we call in our pamper'd moTrntebanks — 
And this is their best cure 1 nncomforted 
And friendless solitude, groaning and tears, 
And savage foces at the clanking hour 
Seen thro' the steaming rapours* of bia dungeon 
By the lamp's dismal twilight ! So he lies 
Circled with evil, till bia very soul 
TJimioulds its essence, hopelessly deform'd 
By sights of ever more deformity ! 
With other ministrations thou, Nature ! 
Healest thy wandering and distemper'd child : 
Thoa pourest on him thy soft influences, 
Thy sunny hues, &ir forms, and breathing 

sweets, 
Thy melodies of woods, and winds, and waters. 
Till he relent, and can no more endure 
To be a jarring and a dissonant thing 
Amid this general dance and minstrelsy ; 
But bursting into tears wins baek his way, 
His angry spirit heal'd and harmonised 

* the Bteam and vapours. — Semorte. 
the iteama and Tapoor.— Zyrieo/ Ballad4 (1T9S). 
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By the benignant toucli of love and beauty.* 

[A noise at the chirhgeon-door. It opens, and 
OsoBio enters with a goblet in his handJ] 

OSOBIO. 

Hail, potent wizard ! In my gayer mood 

I pour*d forth a libation to old Pluto ;t 

And as I brimm'd the bowl, I thought of thee ! 

albebt;]: [in a low voice']. 

I have not summon'd up my heart to give 

That pang, which I must give thee, son of Velez ! 

OSOBIO [with affected levity]. 

Thou hast conspired against my life and honour, 
Hast trick'd me foully ; yet I hate thee not ! 
Why should I hate thee P This same world of 
ours — 

* The above soliloquy was published in the Lyrical Balhui* 
(1798, pp. 139-140), under the title of The Dungeon, After 
this and before the entrance of Osorio (Ordonio), a new scene 
was added in the published Remorse. (See Appendix.) 

t a libation to oblivion. — Eemorae, 

X This interruption of Albert (Alvar) is omitted in 

Eemorse. 

L 
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It ia ft paddle in a ttonn of nun,* 

And we the air-bladden, th&t oootm np ftad down. 

And jouft and tilt in merrj toonuunent, 

And when one babble rmui foul of another, 

[waving hi* hand at Ai^kbt] 
The leuer mast needs bieak if 



I see thy heart I 
These is a frightfitl glitter in thine eye, 
Which doth betray thee. Crazy-conadenced man. 
This is the gaiety of drunken angoish,} 
Which &in would scoff away the pang of guilt, 
And quell each human feeling ! 



g I feeling ! 

The death of a man — the breaking of a babble. 
'Tii true, I cannot sob for audi nuBfortimes t 
But &intne8s, cold, and hanger— curses on me 
If wiUingly I e'er inflicted them 1 

• "n« tat a pool amid a Btorm of raio.— Smmotm. 
t The weaker needi muit broalc. — II. 

i InI;-tortnred man, 
Tbii u the wildneic of a dnmken «.Tigiii«h — Ji. 



Gome, share the beverage — ^tfais chill place demands 

it.* 
Friendship and wine ! 

[OsoBio goffers him the golileL 

ALBEBT. 

Yon insect on the wall. 
Which moves this way and that its hundred 

legs,t 
Were it a toy of mere mechanic craft, 
It were an infinitely curious thing ! 
But it has life, Osorio ! life and thought ;X 
And by the power of its miraculous will 
Wields all the complex movements of its frame 
Unerringly, to pleasurable ends ! 
Saw I that insect on this goblet's brink, 
I would remove it§ with an eager terror. 

OSOBIO. 

What meanest thou ? 

* Here the speech oi Osorio (Ordonio) ends in Remorse. 

f its hundred limbs. — Semoree. 

t But it has life» Ordonio ! life, ei\jo7ment ! — lb, 

§ The remaining words of Albert's speech are omitted in 
Semoree, 



There's poison in the wine. 

080B10. 

ThoQ lust gaeea'A well. There's poison in the 

wine. 
Shall we throw dice, which of us two shall drin^ 

it?» 
For one of as most die ! 

iXBIBT. 

'Whom dost thon think me P 

OSOBIO. 

The accomplice and sworn friend of Ferdinand. 



Ferdinand 1 Ferdinand ! 'tis a name I bnow not-t 

• Tbcm hut gncai'd right) there'i poiton in ttie wine. 
There'* piuion int — which of lu two ihall drink it ? — 

t In the pDbHdiedAmorMtliii speech of Albert (Alv>r)ii 
Mmewtutt Mi^lified i — 
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OBOBIO. 

Good ! good ! tliat lie ! by Heaven ! it lias restored 

me. 
Now I am tliy master ! Villain, thou shalt drink it, 
Or die a bitterer death. 

ALBERT. 

What strange solution 
Hast thou found out to satisfy thj fears, 
And drug them to unnatural sleep P 

[Albebt takes the gohlety <md wUh a sigh throws 
it on the grov/ndJ\ 

My master ! 

OSOBIO. 

Thou mountebank ! 

ALBEBT. 

Mountebank and villain ! 
What then art thoup For shame, put up thy 

sword ! 
What boots a weapon in a wither'd arm P 
I fix mine eye upon thee, and thou tremblest ! 
I speak — and fear and wonder crush thy rage. 
And turn it to a motionless distraction ! 
Thou blind self-worshipper ! thy pride, thy cun- 
ning, 
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Thy &ith in tmiTenal viUuny, 
Thy shallow sqphirau, thy pretcoided bcotd 
For all thy hnmau brethren — oat upon them 1 
WhaX have thej done for thee P Have they ^ren 

thee peace P 
Cored thee of starting in thj sleep ? or made 
The darkneu plaaeant, when thou wakest &t mid- 
night P 
Alt h&pp7 when al<»ie F canit walk bj thyadf 
With even step, and qoiet cheerfiilneBB ? 
Tet, jet thoa nayst be aared. 

OBOBio [tfttpiifly reiteraiing the word].* 
Saved ? saved? 



One pang — 
Oonld I call np one pang of troe remone ! 

OSOBIO. 

He told me of the babe, that prattled to him, 
Hia fotherlees little onea ! Bemorse ! remone ! 
Where gott'et thon that fool'B word F Cone on 

remorse! 
Can it giTe 19 the dead, or rccompact 

* vaetmlty rtptatinff tMt iDordt. — Memorte. 
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A mangled body — ^mangled, da43h'd to atoms ! 
Not all the blessings of an host of angels 
Can blow away a desolate widow's curse ; 
And tho' thou spill thy heart's blood for atonement, 
It will not weigh against an orphan's tear. 

ALBERT [ahnoet overcome by his fedinga]. 
But Albert 

OSOBIO. 

Ha ! it chokes thee in the throat, 
Even thee ! and yet, I pray thee, speak it out. 
Still Albert ! Albert ! Howl it in mine ear ! 
Heap it, like coals of fire, upon my heart ! 
And shoot it hissing through my brain ! 

ALBEBT. 

Alas — 
That day, when thou didst leap from off the rock 
Into the waves, and grasp'd thy sinking brother, 
And bore him to the strand, then, son of Velez ! 
How sweet and musical the name of Albert ! 
Then, then, Osorio ! he was dear to thee. 
And thou wert dear to him. Heayen only kno^rs 
How very dear thou wert ! Why didst thou hate 

him? 
O Heaven ! how he would fall upon thy neck. 
And weep forgiveness ! 



Spirit of the dead ! 
Hethinks I know thee! Ha! — my brain turns 

wild 
At its own dreaniB — off—off, fimtaatic shadow ! 

ALBBBT [eeuing his hand]. 
I &iii would t«ll thee what I am, but dare not ! 

OBOKio [retiring from him}. 
Cheat, villain, traitor ! whatsoe'er thou be 
I fear thee, man !* 

\_He ttarta, and rianda in the attitude of listening.'] 
And is Out too my madness ? 



It is the step of one that treads in fear 
Seeking to cheat the echo. 

* The itsge direction uid Ave ipeechei that follow KM 
omitted in SemorMt, where after the aboTe ipeech of OrdoDio 
(Osorio), Teresa enters ; — 

" Tar. (rwAiitj ovf and/aUii^ o» Altab'h meek.) 
Ordonio, 'Ha thj brother I 

[Obbokio with Jivntie aildneit runt tipon AirAK trith 
Au rwoni. Tebbsa flingt hertglf on Obdohio and arretlt 

Btop, madman, atop [" 
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OSOBIO. 



It approaches — 
This nook shall hide me. 
[Mabia enters from a plank which alvps to andfroJ] 

MABIA. 

I have put aside 
The customs and the terrors of a woman, 
To work out thy escape. Stranger ! begone, 
And only tell me what thou knoVst of Albert. 

[AxBEBT takes her portrait from his necky and 
gives it her vrith v/nvMerahle tenderness,'] 

ALBBBT. 

Maria ! my Maria ! 

MABIA. 

Do not mock me. 
This is my face — and thou — ^ha ! who art thou ? 
Nay, I will call thee Albert ! 

[She falls upon his neck, Osobio leaps out from 
the nook tvith frantic wildness, and rushes towards 
Albebt vrith his sword. Mabia gazes at him, as 
one helpless with terror y then leaves Albebt, arid 
flings herself upon OsoBio, arresting his a/tm.] 
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Mailman, stop! 

ALBIBT [wUh majedy ami iendemeBi}. 

Does then this thin disguise impenetrably 
Hide Albert from thee P Toil and painful wounds. 
And long imprisonment in unwholesome dungeons, 
Have marr'd perhaps all trace and lineament 
Of what I was ! But chiefly, chiefly, brother ! 
My anguish for thy guilt. Spotless Maria, 
I thought thee guilty too !* Osorio, brother ! 
Nay, nay, thou »hdU embrace me ! 

osoBio [drawing hack cmd gaaing at albebt with a 
countenance expresevoe at once of awe and terror J\ 

Touch me not ! 
Touch not pollution, Albert ! — I will die ! 

\He attempts to fall on his sword, Albebt and 
Mabia struggle with him."] 

ALBEBT. 

We will inyent some tale to save your honour, 
liye, live, Osorio If 

* The words addressed to Maria are omitted in Remorse, 
t We will find means to save your honour, live ! 

Oh live, Ordonio, for our other's sake ! 

Spare his grey hairs ! — ILemorte, 
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XABIA. 

You may yet be happy. 

OBOBio [looJcing at mabia]. 

horror ! Not a thousand years in heaven 

Could recompose this miserable heart, 

Or make it capable of one brief joy. 

live ! live ! — ^why yes ! 'Twere well to live with 

you— 
For is it fit a villain should be proud P 
My brother ! I will kneel to you, my brother ! 

[Throws hmsdf at Albert's /ee^. 
Forgive me, Albert ! — Cnrae me with forgiveness ! 

ALBBBT. 

Call back thy soul, my brother ! and look roimd 

thee. 
Now is the time for greatness. Think that 

Heaven 

MABIA. 

O mark his eye ! he hears not what you say. 

osoBio [pointing at valiancy]. 

Yes, mark his eye ! there's £a£cination in it. 
Thou said'st thou didst not know him. That is he ! 
He comes upon me ! 
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▲LBEBT [UfUmg kis eye to keavem]. 
Heal, O beal him, Hearen ! 

oaoRio. 

Nearer and nearer ! And I cannot stir ! 

Win no <Hie bear these stifled groans, and irake 

me? 
He would hare died to sare me, and I Idll'd bim — 
A husband and a fiitber ! 



Some secret poison 
Drinks np his spirit ! 

osomio {^fiereelif reeoUeeUng kinuelf]. 

Let the eternal Justice 
Prepare my punishment in the obscure world. 
I will not bear to live — ^to live ! O agony ! 
And be myself alone, my own sore torment ! 

[The doon of the dungeon are hunt open with a 
crash, Alhabra, Maurics, and the band of 
Morescoes enter.^ 

AT.HADRA [jf>ointing at Ososio]. 

Seize first that man ! 

[The Moon press round. 
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ALBBBT [rushing in among them']. 

Draw thy sword, Maurice ! and defend my brother. 
[A scuffle, during which they disarm Maxtbicb.* 

OSORIO. 

Off, niffians ! I haye flung away my sword. 
Woman, my life is thine ! to thee I give it. 
Off! he that touches me with his hand of flesh, 
m rend his limbs asunder ! I have strength 
With this bare arm to scatter you like ashes ! 

ATiHAT>RA. 

My husband 

OSOBIO. 

Yes ! I murder'd him most foully. 

ALBBBT [throws himself on the earth'], 
O horrible If 

ATiHADBA. 

Why didst thou leave his children ? 
Demon ! thou shouldst have sent thy dogs of hell 
To lap their blood. Then, then, I might have 
harden'd 

* Omitted in Remortef as is the name of Maurice among 
the persons who enter. 

t This exclamation of Alhert is omitted in Eemorte. 
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My soul in miaeryy and hafo bad oomforU 
I would have atood £u: off^ qoiet tho' dark. 
And bade the race of men raise up a mourning 
For the deep horror of a desolation 
Too great to be one soul's particular lot! 
Brother of Zagri ! let me lean upon thee. 

[Struggling to iu^^prea her a$tgui$h. 
The time is not yet come for woman's anguish — 
I have not seen his blood. Within an hour 
Those little ones will crowd around and ask me. 
Where is our &ther? 

[LoolcB at OsoBio. 
I shall curse thee then ! 
Wert thou in heayeuy my curse would pluck thee 
thence. 

See — see ! he doth repent. I kneel to thee. 
Be merciful! 

' [Masi^ hneds to her. Atjtapra regards her 
face foittfvUy.'] 

ALHADBA. 

Thou art young and innocent ; 
'Twere merciful to kill thee ! Yet I will not. 
And for thy sake none of this house shall perish. 
Save only he. 
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ALBERT [rushing in among them]. 

Draw thy sword, Maurice ! and defend my brother. 
[A acufflef during which they disarm Matjbicb.* 

OSOBIO. 

Off, ruffians ! I have flung away my sword. 
Woman, my life is thine ! to thee I give it. 
Off! he that touches me with his hand of flesh, 
m rend his limbs asunder ! I have strength 
With this bare arm to scatter you like ashes ! 

ALHADBA. 

My husband 

OSOBIO. 

Yes ! I murder'd him most foully. 

ALBEBT [throws Mmself on the earth"]. 
horrible !t 

ALHADBA. 

Why didst thou leave his children ? 
Demon ! thou shouldst have sent thy dogs of hell 
To lap their blood. Then, then, I might have 
harden'd 

* Omitted in Memorte, as is the name of Maurice among 
the persons who enter. 

f This exclamation of Albert is omitted in Memarse, 



Iff na£ a B«rr. sad hw* I 

I wxld kKR ttwd be cS, qaict tbo' iaA, 

XrA t^t tti* taee <^ ai^H niie op • nuMnaug 

For tb« deep bccnr of & dooladon 

Too gnat to be ooe xnf ■ panicolar lot ! 

^oU^aiZ^B* kC ^ Ina apoH thaoL 

{Stn^Ciof la Mfpraw W ■■jMi'it. 

I bxn aat mai his blood. 'WitluD an boor 
Thon little OBM win crowd voand md aak me, 
Where » oar btho-P 

[£oofa oi Osouo. 
IihaO cutae tbee thffl 1 
Wert thou iti bearen, mj cone would pluck thee 
thence. 



See — fee 1 he doth tepeut I kneel to thea 

Be merofall 

- [Maxu biutU to ibr. AT.ntTint ngardt Aar 



Thou ut jouug and umocent ; 
TwBPB menafal to UU thee f Tet I will not. 
And for thj lake none of this house shall perish, 
SuTc ouly ht>. 
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MARIA. 

That aged man, his father !* 

ALHADBA [sternhj]. 

Why had he such a son ? 

[The Moora press on, 

MARIA [stiU hneeUngf and vriid with affrigM]. 

Yet spare his life ! 
They must not murder him ! 

ALHADBA. 

And is it then 
An enviable lot to waste awaj 
With inward wounds, and like the spirit of chaos 
To wander on disquietly thro' the earth, 
Cursing all lovely things ? to let him live — 
It were a deep revenge ! 

[AU the band cry (yuf] — 

No mercy ! no mercy ! 
[Naomi advances with the sword towards Osobic] 

* In the published Remorse the ^peal of Maria (Teresa) 
is tminterrupted, thus : — 

" He doth repent! See, see, I kneel to thee ! 
O let him live ! That aged man, his father 



Ntj, bear him forth I Why shonld this innocent 

nuid 
Behold the ugliness of death ? 

osoBio [with great majesty']. 
O womtm !• 
I have stood silent like a slave before thee, 
That I might taste the wormwood and the gall, 
And satiate this self-accnsing spirit 
With bitterer ponies than death can give.t 

t[_The Moors gather round him in a crowd, and 
poM 0^ the ttage.'] 

* The preceding port li entirelj different in tlie pablislied 
Stmorit, wiiPTe it gtsQd* thns : — 

" Alhad. (rtemly.) Whj liad he inch « son ? 

(aioaltji-onthe dittanceof.'BMacu*'. BbbodsI Ai,tas! 
A1.TAK ! and tha voioe 0/ Yaldxz heard.'i 

Allkad. Retcne f — and Indore'i epirit nnrerei^ed t 
The deed be mine 1 

(Suddenlg ttait Oanotno.) 
Now take my life ! 

Ord. {teUK great majtttji.) 
Tu weU thou hast ■veng'd tbjself. woman !" 

t The following line is added in Remort. — 
" Forgive me, Alvar ! Oh, oonldrt thoo fbrget me ! 

[Dm*." 

X The concinaion of the pnbliihed Semor*e a enUrel; 
diflerent to thii. The speech of Alhadrs dinppean, and 
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ATiHADRA. 

I thank thee, Heaven ! thou hast ordain'd it wisely, 
That still extremes bring theirown cure. That point 

Alvar winds up with some grandiloquent maxims and senti- 
ments in the old-fashioned conventional rhymed couplets : — 

" AUf. (while with Tebesa mpporUng Obdonio.) 
Arm of arenging Heaven ! 

Thon hast snatch'd from me my most cherish'd hope — 
But go ! my word is pledged to thee. Away ! 
Brave not my father's vengeance ! 

\The Moor 9 hurty off Alhadba. The staff e filU 
with (Mined pecuants and servawtt, ZuLIMEZ and 
Yaldez at their head, Valdbz rushes into 
Altab's armsj] 
Alv, Turn not thy fisuse that way, my father ! hide. 
Oh hide it from his eye ! Oh let thy joy 
Flow in unmingled stream through thy first blessing. 

{Soth kneel to Yaldez.) 
Vald, My Son ! My Alvar ! bless. Oh bless him, heaven ! 
Ter, Me too, my father ? 
Yald. Bless, oh bless my children I 

(both rise) 
Alv, Delights so full, if unalloy'd with grief. 

Were ominous. In these strange dread events. 

Just Heaven instructs us with an awful voice. 

That Conscience rules us e'en against our choice. 

Our inward Monitress to guide or warn. 

If listened to ; but if repell'd with scorn. 

At length as dire Remobse, she reappears. 

Works in our guilty hopes, and selfish fears ! 

Still bids. Remember ! and still cries, Too late ! 

And while she scares us, goads us to our fate V* 
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hi muiery, which makes the oppressed man 

Begardless of his own life, makes him too 

Lord of the oppressor's. Knew I an hundred men 

Despairing, bat not palsied by despair. 

This arm shonid shake the kingdoms of the world ; 

The deep foundations of iniquity 

Should sink away, earth groaning from beneath 

them ; 
The strongholds of the cruel men should taUlf 
Their temples and their mountainoas towers 

should fall ; 
Till desolation seemed a beautiful thing, 
And all that wore and had the spirit of life 
Sang a new song to him who had gone forth 
Conquering and still to conquer ! 



THE END. 
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PREFACE 



TO THE FIRST EDITION OF << REMORSE^ (1818)* 

This Tragedy was written in the summer and 
autumn of the year 1797 ; at Nether Stowey, in 
the county of Somerset. By whose recommenda- 
tion, and of the manner in which both the Play 
and the Author were treated by the recom- 
mender, let me be permitted to relate: that I 
knew of its having been receiyed only by a third 
person ; that I could procure neither answer nor 
the manuscript ; and that but for an accident 1 
should haye had no copy of the work itself. 
That such treatment would damp a yoimg man's 
exertions may be easily conceiyed : there was no 

• r 

* Bemorte. A Tragedy in Five Acts. By S. T. Coleridge. 
London : Printed for W. Pople^ 67, Chancery Lane. 1813. 
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need of after-nuBrepresentation and calumny, as 
an additional sedative. 

* As an amusing anecdote, and in the wish to 
prepare future Authors, as yotmg as I then was 
and as ignorant of the world, of the treatment 
they may meet with, I will add, that the person 
who by a twice conveyed recommendation (in the 
year 1797) had urged me to write a Tragedy : 
who on my own objection that I was utterly 
ignorant of all stage-tactics had promised that 
he would himself make the necessary alterations, 
if the piece should be at all representable ; who 
together with the copy of the play (hastened by 
his means so as to prevent the full developmentf 
of the characters) received a letter from the 
Author to this purport, **that eonsdavs of his 
inexperience^ he had eheriehed no expedationSf and 
ehofdd therefore fed no disappointment from the 
rqection of the play ; hat ihat if beyond hie hopee 
jff , .......I-, found in it a/ny capability of being 

adapted to the etage^ it was delivered to him as if it 

* The whole of this paragraph of the Preface was omitted 
in the later editions of Semane, — En. 

f I need not say to authors, that as to the MteitUali of a 
poem, little can be superinduced without dissonance, after 
the first warmth of conception and composition. 
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had been his own mcmuBcript^ to add^ omit, or aUer, 
as he sa/u) occasion ; and that (if it were reeded) 
the Author wotdd deem himself amply remu/neraJted 
by the addition to his experience which he shoutd 
receive, if Mr. — would povnJt out to him the 
fiaiure of its unfUmess for pvhUc representation;** — 
that this very person returned me no answer, 
and, spite of repeated applications, retained my 
manuscript when I was not conscious of any 
other copy being in existence (my duplicate 
having been destroyed by an accident) ; that he 
suffered this manuscript to wander about the 
town from his house, so that but ten days ago 
I saw the song in the third Act printed and set to 
music, without my name, by Mr. Camaby, in the 
year 1802 ; likewise that the same person asserted 
(as I have been assured) that the play was rejected, 
because I would not submit to the alteration 
of one ludicrous line; and finally in the year 
1806 amused and delighted (as who was ever in 
his company, if I may trust the universal report, 
without being amused and delighted?) a large 
company at the house of a highly respectable 
Member of Parliament, with the ridicule of the 
Tragedy, as '^ a fair specimen** of the whole of 
which he adduced a line : 
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" Drip J drip J drip ! i k m ^s nMim§ hmf but drippimg* 



In the original copj of the Plaj, in the first 
Scene of the fourth Act, Isidore had commenced 
his Soliloqny in the Cayem ivith the words : 

" Drip ! drip 1 a ceaseless soond of water-drops'' 

as £Eur as I can at present recollect : for on the 
possible ludicrous association being pointed out 
to mOy I instantly and thankfiilly struck out the 
line. And as to my obstinate tenacity ^ not only my 
old acquaintance, but (I dare boldy aver) both 
the Managers of Drury-Lane Theatre, and every 
actor and actress, whom I have recently met in 
the Green-room, will repel the accusation: per- 
haps not without surprise. 

I thought it right to record these circum- 
stances; but I turn gladly and with sincere grati- 
tude to the converse. In the dose of last year 
I was advised to present the Tragedy once more 
to the Theatre. Accordingly having altered the 
names, I ventured to address a letter to Mr. 
Whitbread, requesting information as to whom I 
was to present my Tragedy. My letter was- 
instantly and most kindly answered, and I have 
now nothing to tell but a tale of thanks. I 
should scarce know where to begin, if the good- 
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Hess of the Manager, Mr. Abnold, had not called 
for my first acknowledgements. Not merely as 
an acUng Pla/y, but as a dramatic Poem, the 
Bbmobsb has been importantly and manifoldly 
benefited by his suggestions. I can with seyerest 
truth say, that every hint he gave me was the 
ground of some improvement. In the next place 
it is my duty to mention Mr. Baymond, the Stage 
Manager. Had the '' Bbkobsb*' been his own 
Play — nay, that is saying too little — ^had I been 
his brother, or his dearest Mend, he could not 
have felt or exerted himself more zealously. 

As the Piece is now acting, it may be thought 
presumptuous in me to speak of the Actors : yet 
how can I abstain, feeling, as I do, Mrs. Glovbb's 
powerM assistance, and knowing the circum- 
stances under which she consented to act 
Alhadra ? A time will come, when without pain- 
fully oppressing her feelings, I may speak of this 
more fiilly. To Miss Smith I have an equal, 
though different acknowledgement to make, 
namely, for her acceptance of a character not 
fiilly developed, and quite inadequate to her 
extraordinary powers. She enlivened and sup- 
ported many passages, which (though notperhaps, 
wholly uninteresting in the closet) would but for 
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her haye hung heayy on the ears of a theatrical 
audience. And in speaking the Epilogue, a 
composition which (I fear) my hurry will hardly 
excuse, and which, as unworthy of her name, is 
here omitted,* she made a sacrifice, which only 
her established character with all judges of 
tragic action, could have rendered compatible 
with her duty to herself. To Mi^ Db Camp*& 
judgment and full conception of Isidore ; to Mr. 
PoPB*8 accurate representation of the partial, yet 
honourable Father ; to Mr. Ellistok's energy in 
the character of Alvar, and who in more than one 
instance gave it beauties and striking points, 
which not only delighted but surprised me ; and 
to Mr. Bajb, to whose zeal and unwearied study 
of his part I am not less indebted as a tnofi, 
than to his impassioned realization of Obdohio, 

as an a/uthor ; ^to these, and to all concerned 

with the bringing out of the Play, I can address 
but one word — Thanks! — ^but that word is ^ 
uttered sincerely ! and to persons constantly be- 
fore the eye of the public, a public acknowledg- 
ment becomes appropriate, and a duty. 

* This gappresaed Bpilo^ue has been disinterred from the 
eolmnns of the Morning ChranieU, and is now printed here 
(see page 202).— Ej>. 
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I defer all Biuwen to the different eritidama on 
the Piece to an Easay, which I am aboat to 
pulaliab immediately, on Dramatic Poetry, rela- 
tively to the preeent state of the Metropolitan 



From the necessity of hastening the publication 
I vas obliged to send the manoBcript intended 
fi>r the Stage: which is the sole cause of the 
number of directionfl printed in italics. 



S. T. CoLIBIDeB. 



* Ilia ii one of the muiy projects aniunmced by Cole- 
ridge, wbicb through bii lubitiul Bud growing indoUnoe and 
Imfolntum, nerer came to any maturitf . — EId. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THS TRAGEDT OF <« REMORSE; 
BY C. LAMB* 
Spoken hff Mr. Carr, 



Thebb are, I am told, who sharply criticiBe 
Oui' modem theatres' imwieldj size. 
We players shall scarce plead guilty to that charge. 
Who think a house can neyer be too large : 
Grieyed when a rant, that's worth a nation's ear. 
Shakes some prescribed Lyceum's petty sphere ; 
And pleased to mark the grin from space to space 
Spread epidemic o'er a town's broad foce. — 
O might old Betterton or Booth return 
To view our structures from their silent urn, 
Gould Quin come stalking from Elysian glades. 
Or Ghxrick get a day-rule from the shades — 

* I am xmable to discoyer that this Prologue has been in- 
dtided in any ooQeddon of the writing^ of Charles Lamb ; 
it seems to have escaped the notice of the most diligent 
collectors of SUatm. — Ed. 
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Where now, perhaps, in mirihy which Spirits 

approre, 
He imitates the ways of men above, 
And apes the actions of our upper coast, 
As in his dajs of flesh he plaj'd the ghost: — 
How might thej bless our ampler scope to please. 
And hate their own old shrunk-up audiences. — 
Their houses yet were palaces to those, 
Which Ben and Fletcher for their triumphs chose. 
Shakespeare, who wish'd a kingdom for a stage, 
lake giant pent in disproportion'd cage, 
Moum'd his contracted strength and crippled 

rage. 
He who could tame his vast ambition down 
To please some scattered gleanings of a town, 
And, if some htmdred auditors supplied 
Their meagre meed of daps, was satisfied, 
How had he felt, when that dread curse of Lear's 
Had burst tremendous on a thousand ears, 
While deep-struck wonder from applauding bands 
Betum'd the tribute of as many hands ! 
Bude were his guests ; he never mad^ his bow 
To such an audience as salutes us now. 
He lack'd the balm of labour, female praise. 
Few Ladies in his time frequented plays. 
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Or came to see & yonth with avknrd ut 

And sluill sharp pipe burlesque the wotn&n'n part. 

The Terj oh, nnce so eeseotial grown, 

Of painted scenes, was to his st^e anknown. 

The air-blest castle, roond wlu»e wholesome crest, 

The martlet, guest of summer, chose her neet — 

The forest walks of Arden's &ir domain. 

Where Jaqnea fed bis solitary vein, — 

No pemsl'a aid as yet had dared supply, 

Seen only by the intellectaal eye. 

Those scenic helps, denied to Shakespeare's page, 

Our Author owes to a more liberal age. 

Nor pomp nor circumstance are wanting here ; 

"Hb for himself alone that he must fear. 

Yet shall remembrance cberish the just pride. 

That (be the laurel granted or denied) 

He first esaay'd in this diBtingoish'd iaiie. 

Severer mosee and a tragic strain. 
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NOTB TO PaGA 1. 

The following is the opening scene added in 
the published Eemorse : — 

Time. The reign of FMl/vp IL, just at the close of 
the dvil wa/ra against the Moors, and dwring the 
heat of the persecuMon which raged against them, 
shortly after the edict which forbade the wearing 
of Moresco appa/rd tmder pain of death. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

The Sea Shore on the Coast of Oranada. 

Don Axyab, wrapt in a Boat Chdk, and ZtTLiKSZ 
(a Moresco) both as just landed. 

Zvl. No sound, no flEtce of joy to welcome us ! 

Ah). My faithfiil Zulimez, for one brief moment 
Let me forget my anguish and their crimes. 
If aught on earth demand an unmix'd feeling, 
*Tis surely this — after long years of exile, 
To step forth on firm land, and gazing round us 
To hail at once our country, and our birth-place. 
Hail, Spain ! Granada, hail ! once more I press 
Thy sands with filial awe, land of my fathers ! 



(( »»«»^»a» *> 
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Zid. Then claiin jour rights in it ! O, revered 
Don Alvar, 
Yet, yet give up your all too gentle purpose. 
It is too hazardous ! reveal yourself, 
And let the guilty meet the doom of guilt ! 

Alv. Bemember, Zulimez ! I am his brother, 
Injured indeed ! O deeply injured ! yet 
Ordonio's brother. 

Zid. ' Nobly minded Alvar ! 

This sure but gives his guilt a blacker die. 

Ah. The more behoves it, I should rouse within 
him 
Bemobsb ! that I should save him from himself. 

Zul. SsMOBfls is as the heart, in which it grows: 
If that be gentle^ it drops balmy dews 
Of true repentance ; but if proud and gloomy. 
It is a poison-tree, that pierced to the inmost 
Weeps only tears of poison !* 

Ah>. And of a brother. 

Dare I hold this, unproved P nor make one effort 
To save him? — ^Hear me. Mend! I have yet to 

tell thee, 
TbaX this same life, which he conspired to take, 

* This speech of Zulimez stands as a motto on the titie- 
page of the original editum.— Ed. 
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Himself once rescued from the angry flood, 
And at the imminent hazard of his own. 
Add too my oath — 

Zul. You have thrice told already, 

The year of absence and of secrecy, 
To which a forced oath bound you : if in truth 
A Buboni'd murderer have the power to dictate 
A binding oath — 

Alv, My long captivity 

Left me no choice : the very Wish too languish'd 
With the fond Hope^ that nursedit ; the sick babe, 
Droop'd at the bosom of its famish'd mother. 
But (more than all) Teresa's perfidy ; 
The assassin's strong assurance, when no interest. 
No motive could have tempted him to fidsehood ; 
In the first pangs of his awaken'd conscience, 
When with abhorrence of his own black purpose 
The murderous weapon, pointed at my breast, 
Fell from his palsied hand — 

Zul. Heavy presumption I 

Ah. It weigh'd not with me — ^Hark! I will tell 
thee all. 
As we pass'd by, I bade thee mark the base 
Of yonder cliff — 

Zul. That rocky seat you mean 
Shaped by the billows ? — 

K 
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JUf. niere Terraa mei me 

Themomixigoftlie daj of mj departure. 
We were alone : the purple hue of dawn. 
Fell from the Irindling east adant upon ub. 
And blending with the blnshes on her cheek 
Soffdaed the tear-dropa there with rosy light. 
There seem'd a glory round na, and Teresa 
The angel of the vision ! (then yriHh aqUation. 

Hadstthon seen. 
How in each motion her most innocent sonl, 
Beam'd forth and brighten'd, thou thyself wonldst 

tellms^ 
Guilt is a thing impossible in her! 
She nrast be innocent ! 

Ztd. {wUh a 9igh) Proceed, my Lord ! 

Ah. A portrait which she had procured by 
stealth, 
(For even then it seems her heart foreboded 
Or knew Ordonio's moody riyalry) 
A portrait of herself with thrilling hand 
She tied around my neck, conjuring me 
With earnest prayers, that I would keep it sacred 
To my own knowledge : nor did she desist. 
Till she had won a solemn promise from me. 
That (save my own) no eye should e'er behold it 
Tm my return. Yet this the assassin knew. 
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Knew that which none but she could have dis- 
closed. 
ZiU. A damning proof! 

Alv. My own life wearied ine ! 

And but for the imperative voice within 
With mine own hand I had thrown off the burthen. 
That voice, which quell'd me, calm'd me, and I 

sought 
The Belgic states ; there joi^^d the better cause ; 
And there too fought as one that courted death ! 
Wounded, I fell among the dead and dying, 
In death-like trance : a long imprisonment fol- 
lowed. 
The fdlness of my angtdsh by degrees 
Waned to a meditative melancholy ; 
And still the more I mused, my soul became 
More doubtful, more perplex'd : and still Teresa- 
Night affcer night, she visited my sleep, 
Now as a saintly sufferer, wan and tearful. 
Now as a saint in glory beckoning to me ! 
And still as in contempt of proof and reason, 
I cherish the fond faith that she is guiltless. 
Hear then my fix^d resolve: I'll linger here 
In the disguise of a M6resco chieftain. — 
The Moorish robes ? — 

Zvl. All, all are in the sea-cave, 
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Bome fiirlong hence. I bade our marinerB 
Secrete the boat there. 

Alv. Above all, the picture 

Of the assasBinatioii — 

Zvi. BeasBured 

That it remains uninjured. 

Alv. ThoB disguised 

I will first seek to meet Ordonio's — un/e -' 
If possible, alone too. This was her wonted walk, 
And this the hour ; her words, her rery looks 
Will acquit her or convict. 

Zid. Will they not know you ? 

Alv. With your aid, friend, Z shall unfearingly 
Trust the disguise ; and as to my complexion. 
My long imprisonment, the scanty food. 
This scar, — and toil beneath a burning sun, 
Have done already half the business for us. 
Add too my youth, when last we saw each other. 
Manhood has swoln my chest, and taught my roice 
A hoarser note — Besides, they tliink me dead : 
And what the mind belieres impossible. 
The bodily sense is slow to recognise. 

Zni. Tis yours, sir, to command, mine to obey. 
Now to the cave beneath the vaulted rock, 
Where having shaped you to a Moorish chieftain, 
I will seek our mariners ; and in the dusk 
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Transport whatever we need to tlie small dell 
In the Alpuxarras — there where Zagri lived. 

Ah. I know it well : it is the obscurest haunt 
Of all the mountains — (both stand listening. 

Voices at a distance ! 
Let us away ! [Exeunt. 

Page 3. 

(As once I knew a crazy Moorish maid, &c.) 

In the third edition of Bemorse the following 
footnote is appended to this passage : — " [Here 
Yaldez bends back, and smiles at her wildness, 
which Teresa noticing, checks her enthusiasm, 
and in a soothing, half-playful tone and manner 
apologises for her fancy by the little tale in the 
parenthesis.] " 

Note to the words "you are a painter," p. 61. 
(Act n. Scene 11.) 

The following lines I have preserved in this 
place not so much as explanatory of the picture 
of the assassination, as (if I may say so, without 
disrespect to the public) to gratify my own feel- 
ings, the passage being no mere fancy portrait ; 
but a slight, yet not unfaithful, profile of one who 
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still lives, noHUtate fdu^ a/He darior, viid oolendis- 

Ztd, {^Mohing of Altab in the third person.') 
Such was the noble Spaniard's own relation. 
He told me, too, how in his early youth, 
And his first travels, 'twas his choice or chance 
To make long sojourn in sea- wedded Venice ; 
There won the love of that divine old man. 
Courted by mightiest kings, the famous Titian ! 
Who, like a second and more lovely Nature, 
By the sweet mystery of lines and colours, 
Changed the blank canvas to a magic mirror. 
That made the Absent present ; and to Shadows 
Gkive light, depth, substance, bloom, yea, thought 

and motion. 
He loved the old man, and revered his art : 
And though of noblest birth and ample fortune. 
The young enthusiast thought it no scorn 
But his inalienable ornament. 



* In later editions, after the death of the person alluded 
to, these prefatory observations were thus altered : — " The 
following lines I have preserved in this place, not so mnch as 
explanatory of the picture of the assassination, as to gratify 
my own feelings, the passage being no mere fancy portrait; 
but a slight yet not on&ithAil profile of the late Sir George 
Beaumont." 
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To be his pupil^ and with filial zeal 
By practice to appropriate the sage leasons, 
Which the gay, HmiliTig old man gladly gave. 
The Art, he honoured thus, requited him : 
And in the following and calamitous years 
Beguiled the hours of his captiyity. 

AUiad. And then he framed this picture ? and 
unaided 
By arts unlawful, spell, or talisman P 

Alv, A potent spell, a mighty talisman ! 
The imperishable memory of the dead, 
Sustain'd by love, and grief, and indignation ! 
So yivid were the forms within his brain, 
His very eyes, when shut, made pictures of them !* 

Note to Page 75. 
Bemorse. Act m. 

[The following is entirely different to the close 
of the third Act of Oaorio. See p. 75 $upra : — "] 

Wandering Demons ! hear the spell ! 
Lest a blacker charm compel — 

* Printed in the Appendix to the third edition of Memortt 
(1813). 
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[The ineetue on the aUar taJeetfire tnddenly, 
and an Uhimitiated pieiiire of Altab's 
tuttumtation if diteovered, and Aatntuf 
remained a few eeeondi ie then hidden hy 
ateending ^tnee.'] 
Ord. [ttarting in great agiiation.') 
Dapedl duped 1 dapedl the tr&itor Isidore ! 

[At thia tnrionl the doort are forced open, 
Mohtudbo a/nd the Familiare of Qie 
InquimiiiM, eervarUa, dte., eider and JiU 
the elage.^ 
Mon. First seize the sorcerer I suffer him not 
tospeati 
The holy judges of tlie InquiaitiDH 
Shall hear his first words. Look you pale. Lord 

Valdez ? 
plain evidence have we here of most foiiI sorcery. 
There is a dungeon underneath this castle, 
And as yon hope for mild interpretation, 
Sarrender instantly the keys and chai^ of it. 
Ord, (recovering Mmeelf at from gtwpor, to the 
tervanltJ) 
Why haste yon not P Off with him to the dungeon! 
[All ruth oui in tumult. 
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SoBNB n. 

Interior of a Chapel, vrUh painted wivdowB, 

Enter Tesbsa. 

When first I enter'd this pure spot, forebodings 
Press'd heavy on mj heart : but as I knelt, 
Such calm unwonted bliss possess'd my spirit, 
A trance so cloudless, that those sounds, hard by. 
Of trampling uproar, fell upou mine ear 
As alien and imnoticed as the rain-storm 
Beats on the roof of some fisdr banquet-room, 
While sweetest melodies are warbling 

Enter Yaldez. 

Void. Ye pitying saints, forgive a father's 
blindness. 
And extricate us from this net of peril ! 

Ter. Who wakes anew my fears, and speaks of 
peril? 

Void, best Teresa, wisely wert thou prompted ! 
This was no feat of mortal agency ! 
That picture — Oh, that picture tells me all ! 
With a flash of light it came, in flames it vanish'd, 
Self-kindled, self-consumed : bright as thy life. 
Sudden and unexpected as thy fate, 
Alvar! My son! My son ! — The Inquisitor — 
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T«r. Torture me not ! Bnt Alvar— Ohof AIt&t! 
Told. How often wonldst thou plead* for tlieae 
Moreacoes! 
The brood accursed 1 remorseleaa, coward mor- 
derersl 
Ter. (wildty.) 

So P BO P — I comprehend you — He is 

Void, (with aneried eotuUenanee.^ 

He is DO more ! 
Ter. O Borrow! that a Father's voice should 
0&7 this, 
A Father's heart believe it ! 

Void. And how painful 

Are Fancy's wild hopeaf to a heart despuring ! 
Ttr. Theee rays that slant in firom those gor- 
geous windows. 
From yon bright orb — tho' oolour*d aa thay pass, 
Are they not Light ? — Even bo that voice, Lord 

Valdez ! 
Which whispers to my sonl, tho' haply varied 
By many a &ncy, many a wishful hope. 
Speaks yet the truth ; and Alvar lives for me ! 

* How often would he iile«d. — Third Edition. 

t A. worse sorrow 
Are Panoj'B wild bope«, &c. — Zlird EditioH, 
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Void. Yes, for three waStii^ Tears, thos ojxi 
no other, 
He has lived for thee — a spirit for thy spirit I 
My child, we must not ^ve Teligioue &ith 
To every voice which m^ea the heart a listener 
To its own wish. 

Ter. I breathed to the TJnerrmg 

Permitted prayers. MuBtthoseremainunansver'd, 
Tet impious Sorcery, that holds no oommune 
Save with the lying sprit, claim belief? 

Void. O not to-day, not now for the fint time 
Was AlvBT lost to thee — , 

(Iwrning off, afowi, hviyAoaio. himu^. 
Acenrsed assassinB ! 
Pisarm'd, o'erpower'd, despairing of defence. 
At his bared breast he seem'd to grasp some relio 
SI ore dear than was his li fo 
Ter. (with ftntii ghriek.) 

O Heavens ! nt^ portrait ! 
He graep'd it in his death-pang !* 

Off, &lse Demon, 
That beat'st thy black wings close above my head 1 
[Obdokio enters. v^^ the hey» ofOte dungeon 
in hia hamd.'\ 

* And he Jul gTBsp it in biidMth-puig'l— ■I'itri.Srftiwo. 
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Hnahl who comes here? The wisird Moor's 

employer 1 
Hoors were his mtuderera, 70a say F SaintB shield 

OB 

Prom wicked thoughtg 

[Tauiez moties toward the back of the riage 
to meet Obikihio, and durwig the con- 
cluding line» of Tbrbsa's wpeeeh appeart 
at eagerh/ convening wiih ii'm.] 

la Alvar dead ? what then P 
The naptial-riteB and fdneial ahall be (me. 
Here's no abiding-place for thee, Teresa. — 
Away I they see me not — Thou seeet me, Alvar ! 
To thee I bend my course, — Bat first one 

qoestion, 
One qnestion to Ordonio. — My limbs tremble — 
There I may sit unmark'd — a moment will restore 
me. , (retiree out of eight. 

Ord. {at he advancea wiih Taldez.) 
Those are the dungeon keys. Monvieto) knew 

not. 
That I too had received the wizard's message, 
" He that can bring the dead to life again." 
But now he is satiafied, I plann'd this scheme 
To work a full conviction on the culprit, 
And he entrusts him whoUy to my keeping. 
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Void. 'Tis welly my son! But have you yet 
discovered 
(Where is Teresa ?) what those speeches meant — 
Pride, and hypocrisy, and guilt, and cunning ? 
Then when the wizard fix'd his eye on you, 
And yoa, I know not why, look'd pale and trem- 
bled— 
Why — ^why, what ails you now ? — 

Ord. (confused.) Me P what ails me P 

A pricking of the blood — It might have happened 
At any other time. — ^Why scan you me P 

Void. His speech about the corse, and stabs, 
and murderers. 
Bore reference to the assassins 

Ord. Duped! duped! duped! 

The traitor, Isidore ! (a pavse^ then wUdhf, 

I tell thee, my dear father ! 
I am most glad of this. 

VcM. (confused.) True — Sorcery 

Merits its doom ; and this perchance may guide us 
To the discovery of the murderers. 
I have their statures and their several &ices 
So present to me, that but once to meet them 
Would be to recognize. 

Ord. Yes ! yes ! we recognize them ! 

I was benumb'd, and stagger'd up and down 
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Thro* darkness without lights— dark — dark — dark ! 

My flesh crept chill, my limbs felt manacled, 

As had a snake coil'd round them! — Now 'tis 

sunshine, 
And the blood dances freely thro' its channels ! 

[Turns off abruptly : then to himself. 
This is my virtuous, grateful Isidore ! 

[then mimicking Isidobb's momner and voice — 
" A common trick of gratitude, my lord !" 
Old Gratitude ! a dagger would dissect 
His "own full heart" — 'twere good to see its 

colour. 
Void. These magic sights ! O that I ne'er had 

yielded 
To your entreatieEf ! Neither had I yielded. 
But that in spite of your own seeming faith 
I held it for some innocent stratagem. 
Which Love had prompted, to remove the doubts 
Of wild Teresa — by fiuicies quelling fancies ! 

Ord. (in a slow voice^ as reasoning to himself) 
Love! Love! and then we hate! and what? and 

wherefore ? 
Hatred and Love ! Fancies opposed by fimcies ! 
What ? if one reptile sting another reptile ! 
Where is the crime ? The goodly &.ce of nature 
Hath one disfeaturing stain the less upon it. 
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Are we not all predestmed transiencj, 
And cold dishonour P Grant it, that this hand 
Had given a morsel to the hungry worms 
Somewhat too early — ^Where's the crime of this ? 
That this must needs bring on the idiocy 
Of moist-eyed penitence — 'tis like a dream ! 
VcM. Wild talk, my son ! But thy excess of 
feelin g (averimg himself. 

Almost I fear, it hath unhinged his brain. 

Ord. (now in aoliloqv/y, cmd now addressing his 

father: a/nd just after the speeich has com' 

mencedf Tebbsa reappears a/nd adoanees 

slowly.) 

Say, I had laid a body in the sun ! 

Well! in a month there swarm forth from the 

corse 
A thousand, nay, ten thousand s^itient beings 
In place of that one man. — Say, I had MWd him ! 

[Tebesa sta/rts, a/nd stops listening. 
Yet who shall tell me, that each one and all 
Of these ten thousand lives is not as happy. 
As that one life, which being push'd aside. 

Made room for these unnumber'd 

Void. O mere madness ! 

[Tebesa moves hastily forwa/rdSf a/nd places 
herself directly before Obdonio.] 
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Ord. ( Ckeekittg (A« feding of twprite, and foreiny 
hit tonet iitto on arpresnon of ^ayfvl 
eowiettf.) 
Teresa ? or the pliaiitom of Teresa P 

Ter. Alaa ! the phantom only, if in tmth 
The substance of her being, her life's life. 
Have ta'en Ha flight thro' AItot'b death-wound — 

(a pau»e). Where — 

(Even coward Hnrder grants the dead a grave) 
O tell me, Taldez 1 — answer me, Ordonio ! 
Where lies the corse of my betrothed husband f 
Ord. There, where Ordonio likewise would &in 
liel 
In the sleep-compelling earth, in unpierced d&rk- 

neul 
For while we Lrra— 
An inward da>j, that never, never seta, 
Qlares round the soul, and mocks the closing 

eyelids 1 
Over his rocky grave the Fir-grove sighs 
A lolling ceaseless dii^ ! 'Tie well with him 1 

[jSMdei off in agitation towarda tAe aliar, 
bui retumu at Taldxz u tpeaMng.^ 

Ter. (xeeoUing with the ea^prettion appropriate io 
thajKution.) 
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The rock ! the fir-grove ! {To Yaldez) 

Didst thou hear him say it ? 
Hush ! I will ask him ! 

VcM. Urge him not — ^not now ! 

This we beheld. Nor He nor I know more. 
Than what the magic imagery reveal'd. 

The assassin, who pressed foremost of the three 

Ord. A tender-heartedy scrupulous^ grcUefid 
yillain, 
Whom I will strangle ! 

Void, {looking with anxiovM disquiet at his Son^ 
yet attempting to proceed with his descrvption.) 

While his two companions 

Ord. Dead! dead already! what care we for 

the dead P 
Vald. {To Tebesa.) 
Pity him ! soothe him ! disenchant his spirit ! 
These supernatural shows, this strange disclosure, 
And his too fond a£Eection, which still broods 
O'er Alvar's fate, and still bums to avenge it — 
These, struggling with his hopeless love for you, 
Distemper him, and give reality 
To the creatxires of his fancy. 

Ord. Is it so P 

Yes ! yes ! even like a child, that too abruptly 
Boused by a glare of light from deepest sleep 
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Starts Tip bewilder'd, and talka idly. 
{Thm myrierioudy.) Father ! 

What if the Moon ttiat made 1117 brother's grave, 
Even now were digging onre 1 What if the bolt. 
Though aim'd, I doubt not, at the son of Taldez, 
Tet mise'd its true aim when it fell on Alvar P 

Void. Alvar ne'er fbnght gainst the Moors, — 
saj rather, 
He ms their adrocate ; but ^on bad march'd 
With Bxe and desolation through their villages. — 
Tet he b^ chance was captured. 

Ord. Unknown, perhaps. 

Captured, yet as the son of Valdez, morder'd. 
Leave all to me. Xay, whither, gentle Lady P 

Told. What seek you now F 

Ter. A better, surer light. 

To guide me 

Botk. Whither? 

Ter. To the only place 

Where life yet dwells for me, and ease of heart. 
These walls seem threatening to fall in upon me ! 
Detain me not ! a dim power drives me hence, 
And that will be my guide. 

Void. To find a lover I 

Suits that a high-born maiden's modesty? 
folly and shame ! Tempt not my r^e, Teresa! 
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Ter. Hopeless, I fear do hmn&n being's rage. 

And am I haatemng to the arms HeaTen ! 

I haste but to the grave of my beloved ! 

\E^, Valdbz following ofier &«r. 

Ord. This, then, is my reward I and must I 

lore her P 
Scom'd, shudder'd at ! yet lore her still ? yes I 

yes! 
By the deep feelings of rerenge and hate 
I will still love her — woo her — unn her too 1 
{a, pavse.) Isidore safe and silent, and the portrait 
Found on the wizard — ^he, belike, self-poison'd 
To escape the crueller flames My sool shouts 

triumph 1 
The mine is undermined ! blood ! blood ! blood I 
They thirst for thy blood ! thy blood, Ordonio ! 

(apoMse.) 
The hunt is up ! and in the midnight wood 
With lights to dazzle and with nets they seek 
A. timid prey : and lo ! the tdger's eye 
Olares in the red flame of his hunter's torch ! 

To Isidore I wUI despatch a mesBage, 

And lure him to the cavern I ay, that cavern ! 

He cannot fail to And it. Thither I'll lure him. 
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Whence he shall never, never more return ! 

(Looks through the side window.) 
A rim of the sun lies yet upon the sea, 
And now 'tis gone ! All shall be done to-night. 

[Exit. 

END OF THB THIBD ACT. 

NoTB TO Page 145. 

ActV. 

In the published Bemorse^the Dungeon soliloquy 
of Alvar has some additional lines, and the follow- 
ing scene with Teresa is interpolated. Alvar 
continues : — 

I am chill and weary ! Yon rude bench of stone, 
In that dark angle, the sole resting-place ! 
But the self-approving mind is its own light. 
And life's best warmth still radiates from the 

heart, 
Where love sits brooding, and an honest purpose. 

(BeUres out of sight. 
EfUer Tebesa with a tofper. 
Ter. It has chill'd my very life-blood !* my own 
voice scares me ! 

• My very life. — Third Sdition. 
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Yet wlien I liear it not, I seem to lose 
The HabstaQce of mj being — ^mj strongest graap 
Sends inwards bat weak witneaa that I am. 
I seek to cheat the echo. — How the half soonds 
Blend with this strangled light ! Is he not here P 
As in a dream I ask ; if it be a dream P* 

{Loo^Ttg nmnd.) 
O for one human &C6 here — ^but to see 
One human face here to sustain me. — Courage ! 
It is but my own fear ! — The life within me, 
It sinks and warers like this cone of flame. 
Beyond which I scarce dare to look ! (sh'udden.)f 
If I fiiint F If this inhuman den should be 
At once my death-bed and my burial vault p 
Ho! [with a faint scream as Altas emerge* from 

ike reeeit atid moves hastily toward her.} 
Ah. (Rushes towards fier, and catches her as she 

isfalting.') 
gracious heaven ! it is, it is Teresa ! 
Shall I reveal myself p The sudden shock 
Of rapture will blow out this spark of life, 
And joy complete what terror has b^un. 

* This Une ii omitted in the later editions of Bmorte. 

t In the Liter editions of Bemorte thia line nms : — 

" Bejond which I scarce dare look onward t Oh 

(thuddering.y 
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ye impetuous beatings here, be still ! 
Teresa, best beloved! pale, pale, and cold ! 
Her pulse doth flutter ! Teresa ! my Teresa ! 

Ter. (Recovering, looks round wildly,) 

1 heard a voice ; but often in my dreams 

I hear that voice ! and wake, and try — ^and try — 
To hear it waking ! but I never could — 
And 'tis so now — even so ! Well ! he is dead — 
Murder'd perhaps ! And I am faint, and feel 
As if it were no painful thing to die ! 

Ah, (eagerly.) 
Believe it not, sweet maid ! Believe it not, 
Beloved woman ! 'Twas a low imposture. 
Framed by a guilty wretch. 

Ter, (Betire8 from him, cmd feebly supports her- 
self against a pillar of the dungeon.) 

Ha ! Who art thou ? 

Ah), (exceedingly affected,) 
Subom'd by his brother — 

Ter. Didst thou murder him ? 

And dost thou now repent? Poor troubled 

man, 
I do forgive thee, and may Heaven forgive thee ! 

Alv. Ordonio — he — 

Ter, If thou didst murder him — 

His spirit ever at the throne of Qod 
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Aflks mercy for thee ; prays for mercy for thee. 
With teara in HeaTeii ! 

Ah. Alvar was not morder'd. 

Be calm ! Be calm, sweet maid ! 

Ter. (vntdh/.) Nay, nay, but tell me I 

(a pause, tkenprettee her forehead,^ 
O 'tis lost agtan ! 
This doll confased pain — 

(a piMue, she gtaes at Altab.) 
MyBterions man I 
Methinks I cannot fear thee : for thine eye 
I>oth swim with lore and pity — ^Well ! Ordonio— 
Oh my foreboding heart ! And he sabom'd tiiee, 
And thou didst spare his life P Blessings shower 

on thee, 
Afi many as the drops twice counted o'er 
In the fond futhfiil heart of his Teresa ! 
Alv. I can endure no more. The Moorish 
sorcerer 
Eziste bat in the stain upon this &ce. 
That picture — 

Ter. (advanceg tovxurda him.) Ha ! speak <m ! 
Ah). Beloved Teresa 1 

It told but half the tmth. O let this portrait 
Tell all — that Alvar lives — that he is here 1 
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Thy mnch deceived but 6Ter &ith^ Alvar. 

[7\iiba her portrait from hit neck, and gives 
it her. 

Ter. (receivitig the poriraii.) 
The Bame — it is tike same. Ah ! Who ait thou ? 
I^ay I will caU thee, Alvar. (^She failg on hit nseJc.) 

Atv. O joy unutterable ! 

But hark ! a soutid aa of remoTing bars 
At the dungeon's outer door. A brief, brief 

while 
Conceal thyself, my love ! It is Ordonio. 
For the bononr of our race, for our dear father ; 
O for himself too (he is still my brother) 
Let me recall him to his nobler nature. 
That be may wake aa from a dream of murder I 
let me recondle him to himsdf, 
Opeu the sacred source of penitent tears. 
And be once more his own beloved Alvar. 

Ter. O my all-virtuous love 1 I fear to leave 
thee 
With that obdurate man. 

Ah>. Thou dost not leave roe I 

But a brief while retire into the darkness : 
O that my joy could spread its ennBhine round 
thee! 

Ter. The sound of thy voice shall be my music 1 
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[Bearing, ahe retwnt luigUly and embntcMjr 

AiVAS.] 

Alrar ! my AVw-.J 'Un I Bui<e Jrhiii thee f 
Is it no dream ? thee in nty arms, my Almr I 
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EPILOGUE 

TO MB. COLEBIDGB'S NEW TBA08DT CALLED 

«BEMOESE."» 
Writtf* bf Ih AMor, atd tpoknt bg Hih Sktfs m ll» 

Oh I the procraatinatiiig idle rogue, 
Tlie Poet hoa just sent bis Epilogue ; 
Ay, 'tis just libe Mm ! — Euid the Itcmd ! — 

(Poring over the mtmvscript) — The stick ! 
I could aa soon decipher Arabic ! 
Bat, hark ! my irizord'H own poetic elf 
Bids me take courage, aad make one myself! 

An heireBS, and iritii sighing swains in plenty, 
From blooming nineteen to full-blown five-and 

twenty, 
Life beating high, and youth upon the wing, 

A six years' absence was a heavy thing !" 
Heavy 1 — nay, let's describe things as they are. 
With sense and nature 'twas at open war — 



Mere affectation to be singular. 

Yet ere you overflow in condemnation, 

Think first of poor Teresa's education ; 

'Mid monntains wild, near billow-beaten rocks, 

"Wbere sea-galee play'd with her disheTel'd 

locks. 
Bred in the spot where first to light she sprung, 
With no Academies for ladies young — 
Academies — (sweet phrase !) that well may daim. 
From Plato's sacred grove th' appropriate name I 
Ho morning visita, no sweet waltzing dances — 
Then for reading — what but huge romances, 
With as stiff morals, leaTing earth behind 'em. 
As the brasB-clasp'd, brass-comer'd boards that 

bind 'em. 
Knights, chaste as brave, who strange adventures 

And faithful loves of ladies, &ir as meek ; 

Or saintly hermits' wonder-raising acts. 

Instead of — nor&ls founded itpon facts! 

Which decently unmoral, have the art 

To spare the blush, and undersap the heart I 

Oh, think of these, and hundreds worse than 

these, 
Dire disimproving disadvant^es. 
And groimds for pity — not for blame you'll see, 
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E'en in Teresa^B sizjeani' ooilstain^. 

(Jiooldngaiiikb flMnntortp^;) 
But stop I .whaf8ilii8?'^«*«Oiir Foel bidsmeiajry 
That he has .wm>'4 j«ur faelingB^inrtUus Play, 
Bjno'TOO r«aZ woes^ that ^nakeyoagvoan^: 
Becalling kindred griefii, perhaps your own^ 
Yet with no image compensate the mind, . 
Nor leave one joy for memory behind. 
He'd imh no load laogh^ifionriihe jdy^shseiwd 



To unsettle &om jour eyes the qniet^taar^ 

That Htj had brought^ and Wisdom wouldleare 

there. 
Now cahnhe waitayour judgmeuirl (win or misery 
By no loud plaudits saved, damn'd by no.&otious 

hiss. 
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